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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Thh  present  edition  was  nndertaken  bj  a  genilomsn  with 
the  view  of  pceaenting  tha  public  with  the  Poetical  Work* 
of  Bums  more  methodically  arranged,  more  copiously  il- 
luBtralcd,  and  leas  expensive  in.  the  puichsae,  than  they 
have  yet  appeared. 

In  compiling  It  with  othera,  it  will  be  found  to  possesi 
lereral  advimtages. 

L  It  containa,  besides  a  number  of  other  pieces  not  in 
serted  in  Dr.  Currie's  edition,  "  The  Jolly  Beggara,"  a 
cantata  replete  with  humorous  description  and  discrimi- 
nation of  character,  and  inferior  to  no  poem  of  the  same 
length  in  the  English  language.  It  likewise  compre- 
hends "  Holy  Willie's  Prayer,"  a  pieco  of  satire  une- 
qualled for  exquisite  severity  and  felicittiua  delineation. 

II.  In  the  editions  hitherto  published,  no  legoid  is  paiJ 
to  method  or  classification.  In  this,  the  poems  are  dis- 
posed according  to  their  respective  subjects,  and  divided 
into  five  books. 

in.  Moat  of  the  poetry  of  Burns,  though  posacBeing  an 
energy,  a  richness,  and  an  ardor,  which  never  fail  to  atrik« 
and  captivate  the  mind,  yet  a^ipears  imder  great  disadvan- 
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4  ADCERTISEMtllT. 

b^es  to  thfi  Engliali  reader.  Much  of  the  fire,  wUch 
y/arvi'  v-l  ^M^lcs  a  native  of  Scotlnnd,  ia  to  him  iieoeMa- 
rily  tost  ny  tile  obscurity  of  the  language.  To  obriate  this 
as  much  as  possible,  a  cojisiderable  number  of  words  have 
been  added  to  tho  Glossary,  and  several  of  the  old  deflni- 
tlons  hai  i.t&  comicWd  or  enlarged.  A  new  Life,  drawn 
ujt  with  care  and  fidelity,  has  likewise  been  prefiied. 

Of  an  edition,  thus  enlarged  and  improved,  it  is  unne- 
cessary to  say  more.  Should  its  utility  bo  acknowledged, 
the  editor  will  consi'^'ir  hia  eiertLons  suffldBntly  rewarded. 

liiKmm,  l^AUABT  2S,  iei».  I-  % 


o.ied  by  Google 


O  O  i>  'I'  E  IN  T  S . 


A-dTbrtisQinGnt 

Lil'e  of  KobertEurns 

Preface  to  tlie  First  Edition, 

Dedication  to  tlie  Second  Edition,  - 


Die  Twa  Dogs, 51 

The  Brigs  of  Ayr, 59 

The  Vkion 67 

The  Cotter's  Snturdajr  Night, TT 

Verses -written  in  Friar'a-Carse  Hennitage,  on  Nith- 

Side 85 

A  Prayer,  under  the  PresauTp  of  violent  Anguish,.. .  8T 

A  Prayer,  in  the  Prospect  of  Death, 88 

Statues,  on  the  same  Occasion, 89 

Versos  left  by  the  Author  at  a    Reverend  Priend's 

House,  in  the  Room  where  he  slept 90 

A  Grace  before  Dinner, 91 

The  First  Psalm 93 

TheFirat  Six  Verses  ot  the  Ninetieth  Psalm S3 

Epistle  to  a  Young  Friend SI 


o.led  by  Google 


BOOK    11. 

ELEGIAC,    iSD    DESCMPTIfE. 

Man  was  made  to  Moum, 98 

A  "Winter  Night, 101 

"Winter 101 

Bcspoiulettc}', lOS 

To  Ellin 108 

Lament  of  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  on  the  Approach  of 

Spring, 103 

The  Lament,  Dccasioned  hy  the  unfortunate  lesue  of  a 

Friend's  Amour 112 

Lament  of  a  Mother  fnr  the  Heath  of  her  Son, US 

Lament  for  James,  Earl  of  Glenoaim, IIB 

Lines  sent  to  Sir  John  WMteford,  of  Whit^rd,  Bart, 

with  the  foregoing  Poem 119 

StraUiBllan's  Lament, 119 

The  Chevalici's  Lament, 120 

The  Author's  Farewell  to  his  Nalive  Country 121 

Farewell  lo  Ayrshire 132 

The  Farewell  to  the  Brethren  of  St.  James's  Lodge, 

Tarbolton, 123 

PateweU  to  Eliza, 123 

Highland  Mary 126 

To  Mary  in  Heaven, 127 

Hegy,  on  the  late  Mills  Burnet,  of  Monboddo I2S 

VmsBS,  on  reading,  in  a  Newspaper,  the  Death  of 

John  M'Leod,  Esq.,  Brother  to  a  Young  Lady, 

a  particular  Friend  of  the  Author, 129 

Sonnet,  on  the  Death  of  Kobert  Riddel,  'Esq.,  of  Qlen 

Hiddel,  April,  179* '.....   131 

VerBes,  on  the  Death  of  Sir  J/imes  Hunter  Blair, 131 

Address  to  the  Shade  of  Thomson,  on  crowning  his 

Bust,  at  Ednam,  Boxburghshire,  with  Bays,. ..  133 
B^iitaph  for  the  Author's  Father, 13* 


o.led  by  Google 


ForB.  A.,  Esq 135 

On  a  Friend, 185 

A  Bard's  Epitaph, i 135 

Veiacs,  on  tho  Birth  ot  a  PoBthumoua  Child,  bom  in 

peculiar  Circumstimccs  of  family  Diatreas,  ....  137 
Linea,  on  Bearing  aome  Water-Fowl,  in  luJch-Turit,  a 

ulild  Scene  among  the  TTill"  of  Oughlertyre, . ..  138 
Sonnet   written  on  the   25th  of  Janiiarj-,  1793,  the 

Birth-day  of  the  Autior,  on  hearing  a  Thrush, 

in  E  Morning  Walk, 139 

On  Sensibility 1*0 

To  a  Mouse,  on  turning  her  np  in  her  Hest,  with  the 

Plough,  November,  1785 Ul 

To  a  -Mountain  Daisy,  on  tumuig  One  down  with  the 

PJough,  in  April,  1738. 1*3 

The  humble  Petirton  of  Bruar- Water,  to  the  nobla 

Duie  of  Athole 1*5 

Verses,  on  seeing  a  wounded  Hare  limp  by  mc,  which 

B  FeUow  had  juat  shot  at, 1*8 

Lines  written  with  a  Pencil,  over  the  Chimney-piece, 

in  the  Parlor  of  the  Inn  at  Kenmore,  Taymouth,  149 
Lines,  written  with  a  Pencil,  standing  by  the  Tall  of 

Fj'ere,  neat  Looh-Nesa, IM 


rAMILIAR   AND    EPlSTOLiRT. 

To  Miss  CtuikBhanka,  a  very  Young  Lady  —  written 
on  the  bbmk  Leaf  of  a  Book  prosented  to  her 
by  the  Author, 151 

Verses,  on  a  Young  Lady  residing  on  the  Banka  of  the 
Email  River  Devon,  in  Olatkmannanshiie,  but 
whoaa  infant  Tears  were  spent  in  Ayrahire, ...  153 


o.led  by  Google 


P«B1 
To  Miss  L ,  with  Beattie's  Poenm,  as  a  New-Year"* 

Gift^  January  1,  1787 133 

Verses  W  a  Young  Lady,  witli  a  Present  of  Songs 133 

Verses  writwii  on   the  blank  Lenf  of  a  Copy  of  bis 

Poems,   presented  to   a  Lady,  whom  he  had 

often  celebrated  under  tJic  Name  of  Chloris, . . .  134 
To  a  Young  Lady,  Miss  Jessy  L ,  Dumfries,  witli 

Books  wMeh  the  Baid  presented  her, 165 

Verses  written  on  the  blank  Leaf  of  a  Copy  of  his 

Poems,  presented  to  an  old  Sweetheart,  then 

married, 156 

To  J.  S***', 156 

Epistle  to  Davie,  a  brother  Poe* 162 

To  the  Same, 16S 

Epistle  to  J.  LapraLk 170 

To  the  Same 174 

To  W.  S»»»»*n 178 

Epistle  to  J.  R.*"***»,  enclosing  some  Poems, 185 

To  Dr.  Blackloek 188 

To  Colonel  De  Peyster, 190 

Letter  to  J— bT 1  Gl— nc— r 192 

To  Mr.  Mitchell 19i 

To  the  Guid«-ife  of  Wauchope- House,  in  Answer  lo 

an  Epistle  she  had  sent  the  Author 198 

To  J.  Eanken,   on  his  w-riting  to  the  Author  that  a 

Gir!  was  H'ith  Child  by  him, 198 

Address  to  an  Dlegitiinate  Child , 199 

Tc  a.  Tailor,  in  Answer  to  an  Epistle  which  he  had 

sent  the  Author, .  * 200 

To   Mr.   William  Tytler,    with    a   Portrait    of   the 

Author 203 

Epistle  to  R.  Graham,  Ea^.,  of  Fintra, 2H 

To  the  Same, 207 

To  the  Same,  on  receiving  a  F«i-or, 210 

To  a  0  entleman  whom  the  Autlwr  had  offended, ... .  211 


o.led  by  Google 


lb  a  Oei.tleioan  who  had  sent  him  a  Nowspapet,  and 

offered  to  coRtinue  it  &ee  of  Espenae, 212 

Sketch,  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  on  a  New- Year's  Day, 213 

The  Auld  Farmer's  New-Year  Morning  Salutation  to 

his  Auld  Mare,  Maggie, 216 

The  Death  and  dying  Words  of  Poor  Mailie,  the  Au- 
thor's only  pet  Yowe 219 

Poor  Mailic's  Elegy, 2il 


Tam  O'Shanter, 224 

Halloween 232 

The  Jolly  Be^ars 213 

Death  and  Dr.  Hombooli, 267 

A  Dream 2G4 

Scotch  Drink, 269 

The  Author's  earnest   Cry  and  Prayer  to  the  Scotch 

Representatives  in  tiie  House  of  Commons 274 

Address  to  the  Deil, 281 

On  the  late  Captain  Grose's  Peregrinations  OirougU 

Scotland,    collecting   the  Antiquities  of   that 

Kingdom ^ 2SS 

Lines  written  in  a  Wrapper,  enclosing  a  Letter  to 

Captain   Qiose, 29B 

Epigram,  on  Captain  Grose, 289 

Lines,  oh  an  Litcrriew  with  Lord  Daer 290 

The  Inventory, 291 

To  a  Louse,  on  seeing  one  on  a  Lady's  Bonnet,  at 

Church, 294 

Address  to  the  Tooth-Ache, 299 


o.led  by  Google 


Pagt 

ToaHaggiB,    MI 

The  Holy  Fan, S99 

The  Ordination, 309 

Addresa    to    the    Unco    Guid,    or    Rigidly  Right- 
eous.    3U 

The  TH-a  Kerds, 31T 

The  Culf, , 321 

Holy  WOUe^s  Prayer, 321 

Epitaph,  on  Holy  Willie, 325 

The  Kick's  Alam 323 

Letter  to  John  Ooudio,  Kilmaraock.  ott  the  Publica- 

ADcdioation  to  Gavin  Haiuiltoc,  Esq., 331 

Lines  addressed  to  Mr,  John  Ranlcon, 336 

Lines  uTitton  by  Bums,  while  on  his  Death-bed,  to 

the  Same 337 

Extempore,  at  a  Mooting  nl  the  Dumfriesshire  Vol- 

Eitcmpore,  on  the  late  Mr.  William  Smellie 338 

To  Mr.  8»»e,  on  refusing  to  dine  with  him,  after  hav- 
ing been  promised  the  lirst  of  Company,  and 

the  first  Cookery, 838 

To  Jlr.  8««e,  with  a  Present  of  a  doseu  of  Porter,. ..  339 
Estcmporc,  ivritteii,  in  Answer  to  a  Card  fcom  an  Li- 
timate  of  Burns,    inviting   him    to  spend   an 

Hour  at  a  Tavern 339 

Extempore,  vTitten  in  a  I^idy'a  Pocket-Book, 340 

Ijnes,  on  Miss  J.  Scott,  of  A jt, 310 

Linjs  written   under  the  Picture  of  the  eelebrated 

Misa  Bums,. 340 

lines,  on  being  asked  why  God  had  made  Miss  Davis 

80  little,  and  Miss bo  lai^e, 3*1 

Lines  written  and  presented  to  Mrs.  Kcmble,  on  see- 
ing her  in  the  Character  of  Yarico,..' 34J 

Lines   written  on  Windoivs   of  the   Globe  Tavern, 

Dumfries 343 


o.led  by  Google 


Lines  written  on  a  Window,  at  the  King's- Arms  Tbt- 

em,  DumMea, 3ij 

A.  Verse  present  "i  by  tho  Author  to  lite  Master  of  a 
House,  at  a  Place  in  the  Highlands,  where  he 

had  been  hospitably  entertained, 313 

Epigrem,  an  the  Neglect  of  an  Inn-keep^ 3H 

EpigroDi,   on   Elphiiistone'a   Translation  of  Marlial'a 

Epigrama 314 

Versea  written  on  a  Window  of  the  Inn  at  Catron, . . .  3*5 

Epitaph,  on  a  celebrated  lluling  Elder, 345 

On  a  Noisy  Polemic 3i6 

On  Wee  Johnny 348 

For  G.  H.,  Esq., Si6 

On  a  Wag  in  Mauchline, 347 

On  John  Dove,  Inn-kccpcr,  Mauchline 347 

On  Walter  8 v   348 

On  a  Hen-peeked  Country  Squire, 348 

Epigram  on  said  Oucaaion 348 

Ano-her, 349 

On  the  Death  of  a  Lap-dog  named  Echo 349 

liopromptu,  on  Mrs. 's  Birth-day 350 

Monody,  ^on  a  Lady  famed  for  her  Caprice, 3ol 

Tne  Epitaph 353 

Odq,  sacred  lo  the  Memory  of  Mrs. ,  of ....  352 

The  Hen-pecked  Husband, 354 

Elegy,  on  the  Year  178S, 354 

Tam  Samson's  Elegy, 356 

ITie  Epitaph 359 

Per  Contra, 3G0 

Elegy,  on  Captain  Matthew  Henderson, .............   3S0 

Tlie  Epitaph, . . .,, 364 

On  a  Scotcli  Bard,  gone  to  the  West  Indies, 365 

On  Pastoral  P/ietry 367 

Prologue,   spoken  a*,  the  Theatre,  Ellisland,  on  New- 
Year-Day  E-.-flning, 361 

Prologue;  spoken  by  Mr.  Woods,  on  his  Benefit-night,  371 


o.led  by  Google 


riw  Rights  of  Worn™,  an  Oecasionai  Addreai  spo- 
ken by  Mias  Fontenelle,  on  her  Bencftt-aiglit,  373 

Address,  spoken  by  Miss  Fontenelle,  on  her  Benefit- 
night,  at  the  Theatre,  DiuoMeB, 874 

Fcllgment,  inscribed  to  the  Eight  Hon,  C.J.  Fox,....  376 

InsiMplion  for  an  Altur  to  Independence,  at  Ketrongh- 

try,  the  Seat  of  Mr.  Heron 378 

Address  to  Edinburgh, 378 


A  Vision, 382 

Bannock  Bum — Eobert  Bruoe's  Address  to  hia  Army,  3S4 

Song  of  Death 385 

Imitation  of  an  old  Jacobite  Song, 336 

The  Lass  of  Inverness, 38B 

The  Absent  'Warrior, 387 

The  ■Warrior's  Return 389 

Lord  Qr^ory, S91 

Open  the  door  to  me.  Oh  !  —  with  AlterationB, 892 

The  Entreaty, 393 

The  Answer^ 394 

The  Porlom  Lover, 399 

The  Dreary  Night, 39S 

Poortith  Caiald 393 

Clarlnda, , 398 

Isabella,  .., 399 

Wandering  WiHie, 399 

The  Parring  Kiss, *00 

The  Roaring  OeMn, tOl 

PairEliaa,.. 493 


o.ied  by  Google 


fhs  Braes  o"  Ballocbmyle, 40* 

QloDDiy  December, ~ 404 

Depactnie  of  N^cy 405 

My  Nanie's  AWa, ._ jj_. 40S 

Banks  o'Dooii,....i&.ffy>^.,i^.r*rt*t 407 

The  Disconsolate  Lcrrer, 407 

Cr^gie-Bum 409 

TKeChfeccless  Soul 410 

Mary  Morison, 411 

F^  Jenny, 413 

Address  to  the  Wood-Lark ". 413 

Fragment,    in   Witherspoon's    Colloction   of    Scota' 

Songs, 414 

Address  to  a  Lady, 41S 

The  AuldMan, 416 

John  Andecson,  my  Jo 416 

Auld  Lang  Syne, 417 

Hop*les3  Love 418 

BttjJts  of  Nith 4 10 

Banks  of  Cree 420 

Castle  Gordon 420 

Afton  "Water, 439 

The  Sacnid  Vow, 423 

The  Riga/o'  Barley, 424 

Tlie  Lea-Kig, 42S 

The  LassW  Balloohmyle, 426 

Bonie  Lesley, 428 

Booie  Jean 429 

Dfttnty  Davie, 431 

To  Jennie 432 

Clouden  Knoires i'iS 

Lovely  Nancy, 434 

To  Chloris 435 

Iiasie  wi'  the  Lintwhite  Locks, 43S 

Chloris 437 

rhe  Boae-Bud, 131 


o.ied  by  Google 


H                                              CONTEBTS. 

nic  Birks  of  Aberfeld)', 

43S 

::,      1 

445 

449            ' 

1 

' 

The  Mercenary  Lover, 

462 

464 

Willie's  Wife, 

470 

471 

478 

o.led  by  Google 


Caledonia 

Comin  through  the  Rye, . . 

The  Whistle 

Jdlin  Barleycota, 

BloBSBty, 


o.led  by  Google 


o.led  by  Google 


LIFE    OP    ROBEKT    BURNS. 


Thede  ia  no  poet  of  the  present  ago  more  deservedlj 
popular  than.  Burns.  Though  bom  in  an  humble  station 
in  life,  he  raised  himself,  by  the  mere  exertions  of  hia 
mind,  to  the  highest  pitch  of  intellectual  greatness.  The 
originality  of  his  genius,  t!ie  energy  of  his  language,  and 
the  richness  of  his  imagination,  merited  the  gratitude  aa 
well  as  the  admiration  of  his  countrymen.  But  his  high- 
est elTorts,  in  which  the  tide  of  human  feeling  seemed  to 
flow  in  deep  and  exhauatleas  channels,  failed  to  soften  the 
aTaiioe  of  a  mean  and  aelSsh  aristocracy.  Like  his  native 
and  lonely  hills,  he  was  subject  to  every  blEist,  and  exposed 
naked  and  bare  to  every  tempest.  He  was  an  elevated 
l>aint,  round  which  the  stoim  clung  and  gathered ;  a  prom- 
inent rock,  condemned  by  nature,  as  it  were,  to  endure  the 
buifettings  of  the  surge.  Yet  his  rude  splendor  remained 
uninjured.  Amidst  the  bitter  waters  of  indigence  and 
Borrow,  of  drudgery  and  neglect,  he  produced  those  beau- 
tiful idyllimns  which  will  ever  exist  for  Uie  del^ht  of  tha 
world  1  and  which  will  never  be  read  witJiout  an  expan- 
sion of  the  understanding  and  of  the  heart. 

Robert  Bums  was  bom  on  the  2oth  of  January,  1759,  in 
t,  cottage  near  the  banks  of  the  Dean,  about  two  miles 
from  Ayr.  The  chief  incidents  of  bis  life  are  related,  by 
himself,  in  a  letter  to  Drl  Moore.  In  this  document,  and 
in  several  passages  of  his  correapondenee,  he  unfolds  thi 
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rit^ssitude!!  of  his  fottune,  and  the  peculinrities  of  Ml 
character,  witi  great  slrength  and  cleamesa.  Whoever 
would  do  justice  to  his  memory,  must  copy  his  senlimeiit* 
ud  his  language. 

"  For  some  months  past,"  says  he,  "  I  hare  been  ram- 
bling  over  the  country  ;  but  I  am  now  conQned  with  Eome 
lingering  complaints,  originalmg.  as  I  take  it,  in  the  ati>- 
mach.  To  divert  my  spirits  a  Kttle  in  this  miserable  fbg 
of  fnnui,  I  have  taken  a  whim  to  give  you  a  history  of 
myself.  My  name  has  made  some  little  noise  in  this 
country  ;  you  have  done  me  the  honor  to  interest  yourself 
very  warmly  in  my  behalf ;  and  I  think  a  faithful  acooimt 
of  what  choraeter  of  a  man  I  am,  and  how  I  came  by  that 
chaiacter,  may  perhaps  amuse  you  in  an  idle  moment,  I 
■will  give  you  an  honest  narrative  ;  though  I  know  it  will 
be  often  at  my  own  expense  ;  for  I  assure  you,  sir,  I  have, 
like  Salomon,  whose  character,  except  in  the  trifling  affair 
of  nisdom,  I  sometimes  think  I  resemble ;  I  have,  I  say, 
[ike  him, '  turned  my  eyes  to  behold  madness  and  folly.'  and, 
like  him,  too,  frequently  '  shaken  hands  with  their  intoxi- 
cating fiiendship.'  •  •  ■  •  After  yon  have  perused  these 
pa^;es,  should  you  think  (hem  triiling  and  impertuient,  I 
only  beg  leave  to  tell  you,  that  the  poor  author  wrote 
them  under  some  twitciiing  quaims  of  conscience,  arising 
&om  suspicion  that  he  was  doing  what  he  ought  not  to  do  t 
a  predicament  he  has  more  than  once  l*een  in  before. 

"  I  have  not  the  most  distant  pretensions  to  assume  that 
eharacter  which  the  pye-coated  guardians  of  escutcheons 
e»U  a  gentleman.  -When  at  Edinbuigh,  last  winter,  I  got 
acquainted  in  the  Herald's  Office,  and,  looking  through 
that  granary  of  honors,  I  there  fbund  almost  every  nam* 
in  the  kingdom  ;  but  for  me, 

Has  i^repl  through  iccL^dielB  evet  si[jcs  IHs  Hood.' 
Outcs,  Purpurc,  Argent,  &c.,  quite  disowned  me. 

"My  &ther  was  of  the  north  of  Scotland,  the  Son  of  I 
iumei  who  rented  lands  of  the  noble  Keiths  of  Uariicha^ 
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md  had  tho  tonor  of  sharing  their  fete,  I  do  not  use  th« 
word  honor  with  any  reference  W  politjcal  principles;  loyiu 
Mid  disloyal  I  tiJce  to  be  merely  relative  teraiB,  in  that  an- 
ient and  tbrmidable  court,  known  in  this  countiy  by  the 
name  of  Clnb  law,  where .  the  right  is  always  with  the 
Bliongest,  But  those  who  daie  welcome  ruin,  and  shako 
hands  with  infamy,  for  what  they  sincerely  believe  to  be 
the  cause  of  their  Ood,  or  their  king,  are,  as  Mark  Antony 
says,  in  Shakspeare,  of  ffiutus  and  Cassioa,  'honorable 
men.'  I  mention  this  circumstance,  because  it  threw  my 
father  on  the  world  at  large. 

"  After  many  years'  wanderings  and  sojoumings,  he 
picked  up  a  pretty  large  quantity  of  observation  and 
experience,  to  which  I  am  indebted  for  most  of  my  little 
pretensions  to  wisdom.  I  have  met  with,  few  who  under- 
stood men,  their  manners,  and  their  ways,  equal  to  him ; 
but  stubborn,  ungainly  integrity,  and  headlong,  ungovem- 
nble  iroscibility.  are  disqualifying  circumstiuicos ;  conse- 
quently, I  was  bom  a  very  poor  man's  son.  For  the  iiist 
six  or  seven  years  of  my  life,  my  father  was  gardener  to  a 
worthy  gentleman  of  small  estate,  in  the  neighborhood  of 
AjT.  Had  he  continued  in  that  station,  1  must  have 
marched  trff  to  be  one  of  the  little  underlings  about  a 
&Tm-houfle ;  but  it  was  his  dearest  wish  and  prayer  to 
have  it  in  his  power  to  keep  his  children  under  his  own 
eye,  till  they  could  discern  between  good  and  evil ;  so, 
with  the  assistance  of  his  generous  master,  my  father  ven- 
tured on  a  small  laira  on  his  estate.  At  those  years,  I  wa> 
by  no  meajis  a  favorite  with  any  body.  I  was  a  good  deal 
noted  for  a  retentive  memory,  a  stubbam,  sturdy  something 
in  my  disposition,  and  an  enthusiastic,  idiot  piety.  I  say 
idiot  piety,  because  I  was  then  but  a  child.  Though  it  cost 
the  schoohnaster  some  thrashings,  I  made  an  excellent 
English  scholar;  and,  by  the  time  I  was  ten  or  eleven 
yeais  of  age,  I  was  a  critic  in  substantiv  ^s,  verbs,  and  par- 
ticles. In  my  infant  and  boyish  days,  too .  I  Owed  mioh  U 
ta  old  woman  who  resided  in  the  &inily,  remarkable  tbi 
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her  ^o*alicc,  credulity,  and  superstiiion.  She  liad,  I  sUp- 
poae,  the  largest  coUecticai  in  the  country,  of  talea  imd 
longs  concerning  devils,  ghoela,  fairies,  brownies,  n-ilchea.. 
(varlocks,  spunkita,  kdplcs,  elf-zondles,  dead-lights,  wraitha, 
spparilions,  cantrips,  giants,  enchanted  towers,  dragons,  and 
other  trumpery.  This  cultivated  the  latent  seeds  of  poetry  j 
but  had  so  strong  &n  effect  on  my  imagination,  that,  to  this 
hour,  in  my  nocturnal  lambleSj.!  sometimes  keep  a  sharp 
look-out  in  suspicious  places  ;  and  though  nobody  can  be 
more  skeptical  than  I  am  in  such  matters,  yet  it  often  takes 
an  effort  of  philosophy  to  shake  ofC  tnese  idlo  terrors.  The 
earliest  composition  that  I  recollect  LaRing  pleasure  in.  waa 
the  Vision  of  Mirza,  and  a  hymn  of  Addison's,  beginning 
'How  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord!'  I  particularly 
remember  one  half  stanza,  which  was  music  t«  my  boyish 


I  met  with  these  pieces  in  Mason's  English  Collection,  one 
of  my  school  books.  The  two  first  books  I  ever  read  in 
private,  and  which  gave  me  more  pleasure  than  any  two 
books  I  ever  read  since,  were  the  Life  of  Haimibal,  and  the 
History  of  Sir  William  "Wallace.  Hannibal  gave  my  young 
ideas  such  a  turn,  that  I  used  to  strut  in  raptures  up  and 
down  after  the  recruiting  drum  and  bagpipe,  and  wish  my- 
self tall  enough  to  be  a  soldier ;  while  the  story  of  Wallace 
poured  a  Scottish  prejudice  into  my  reins,  which  will  boil 
along  there  till  the  flood-gates  of  hfe  shut  in  eternal  rest. 

"  Polemical  divinity  about  this  time  was  putting  the 
country  half  mad ;  and  I,  ambitious  of  shining  in  conver- 
sation parties  on  Sundays,  between  sermons,  at  funerals,  &c., 
used,  a  few  years  afterwards,  to  puzzle  Calvinism  with  so 
much  heat  and  indiscretion,  that  I  raised  a  hue  and  cry  of 
heresy  against  me,  which  has  not  ceased  to  this  hour. 

"Myricinity  to  Ayr  was  of  some  advantage  to  me.  My 
tociol  disposition,  when  not  checked  by  some  modiftcationt 
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at  fpinted  pride,  was,  like  our  catechism  definitian  of 
iaiimtuii^  '  without  Ijounds  oi  limits.'  I  formed  several 
ooimexions  ivith  other  younkers  who  posaeased  superior 
Bdvantagcs,  the  youngling  actors,  who  were  busy  in  the 
rehearsal  of  parts  in  which  they  were  shortly  to  appear  on 
the  Bla^  of  life,  where,  alas '.  I  was  destined  to  drudgs 
behind  the  scenes.  It  is  not  commonly  at  this  green  age 
that  our  gentry  hare  a  just  sense  of  the  immense  distanca 
between  them  and  their  ragged  playfellows.  It  takes  a  few 
dashes  into  the  world  to  give  the  young  great  man  that 
proper,  decent,  unnoticing  disregard  for  the  poor,  insigntS.- 
cant,  stupid  devils,  the  mechanics  and  peasantry  around 
him,  who  were,  perhnpi,  bom  in  the  same  village.  My 
young  superiors  never  insulted  the  clouterly  appearance 
of  my  ploughboy  carcass,  the  two  extremes  of  which  wera 
often  exposed  to  all  the  inclemencies  of  all  the  seasons. 
They  would  give  me  stray  volumes  of  books ;  among  them, 
even  then,  I  could  pick  up  some  observations ;  and  one, 
whose  heart  I  am  sure  not  even  the  Manny  Begatn  scenes 
have  tainted,  helped  me  to  a  little  French.  Parting  with 
these,  my  yoimg  friends  and  benefactor?,  as  they  occasion- 
bHj  wont  olf  for  the  East  of  West  Indies,  was  often  to  me 

evils.  My  father's  generous  master  died ;  the  farm  proved 
a  ruinous  bargain  ;  and,  to  clench  the  misfortune,  we  fell 
into  the  hands  of  a  factor,  who  sat  for  the  picture  I  have 
drawn  of  one  in  my  tale  of  Twa  Dogs.  My  father  wsi 
advanced  in  life  when  he  married ;  I  was  the  eldest  (rf 
seven  children;  and  he,  worn  out  by  early  hMdships,  waj 
unfit  for  labor.  My  father's  spirit  was  soon  irritated,  but 
not  easily  broken.  There  was  a  freedom  in  his  lease  in 
two  years  more ;  and,  to  weather  these  two  years,  we  re- 
trenched our  expenses.  We  lived  very  poorly ;  I  was  a 
dciterous  ploughman,  for  my  age;  and  the  nest  eldest  to 
me  was  a  brother  (Gilbert)  who  could  drive  the  plough 
very  well,  and  help  me  to  thrash  the  com.  A  novel  writer 
might,  perhaps,  have  viewed  these  scenes  with  some  astia- 
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faction ;  but '  so  did'  not  I ;  boila  tit  tba 

reoolleetion  of  the  s 1  &  itening  let- 

ters, which  used  W  sot  us  a 

"This  Xind  oflife  — thi  fa  hermit, 

with  the  miecasing  moil  o]  iight  me  to 

my  sixteonth  year,  a  littlo  bcloro  wjucs  penoa  I  first  com- 
niitled  the  sin  of  rhyme.  You  know  our  country  custom 
of  coupling  a  man  and  woman  together  as  partncra  in  tho 
labors  of  harvest.  In  my  lltteenth  autumn  my  partner  was 
a  bewitching  creature,  a  year  younger  than  myscll^  My 
ieareity  of  English  denies  me  the  power  of  doing  her  jus- 
tice in  that  language ;  but  you  know  the  Scottish  idiom  — 
she  was  a  bonte,  sweet,  aonsie  lass.  In  short,  she.  alto- 
gether unwittingly  to  herself  initiated  me  in  that  delicious 
passion,  which,  in  spite  of  acid  disappointment,  gin-horse 
prudence,  and  book- worm  philosophy,  I  hold  to  be  the  first 
of  human  joys,  our  deoresc  blessing  here  below !  How  she 
caught  the  contagion  I  cannot  tell :  you  medical  people 
talk  much  of  infection  from  breathing  the  same  air,  the 
touch,  &e. ;  but  I  never  expressly  said  I  loved  her.  Indeed, 
I  did  not  know  myself  why  I  liked  so  much  to  loiter 
behind  with  her,  when  returning  in  the  eyening  from  our 
labors  ;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice  made  my  heart-strings 
thrill  like  an  JEalian  harp  ;  and  parttoularly  why  my  pulsa 
beat  such  a  furious  ratan  when  I  looked  and  fingered  over 
her  little  hand  to  pick  out  the  cruel  nettle-stinga  and  this- 
tles. Among  her  other  love-inspiring  qualities,  she  sung 
sweetly ;  and  it  was  her  CiTorite  reel  to  which  I  attempted 
giving  an  embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme.  I  was  not  so  pre- 
Eumptuous  as  to  imagine  that  I  could  make  verses  like 
printed  ones,  composed  by  men  who  had  Greek  and  Latin ; 
but  my  girl  sung  a  song  which  was  said  to  be  composed 
by  a  small  country  laird's  son,  on  one  of  his  father's  maids 
vrith  whoni  he  was  in  love ;  and  I  saw  no  reason  why  I 
might  not  rhyme  as  wcU  as  he ;  for,  excepting  that  he  could 
Bmcar  sheep  and  cast  peats,  his  father  living  in.  the  moori 
lands,  he  had  no  more  acholucraf;  than  myself. 
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"  Thus  with  me  began  love  and  poetry,  which  at  timet 
tutve  been  my  only,  and  till  within  the  last  twelve  months 
hare  boon  my  highest,  enjoyment.  My  father  struggled 
on  till  he  reached  the  freedom,  in  Ha  lease,  when  he  entered 
on  a  larger  farm  about  ten  railea  furlJier  in  the  country 
The  nature  of  the  bargain  he  made  was  such  aa  to  throw 
a  little  ready  money  into  his  hands  at  the  commencement 
of  his  lease,  otherwise  the  aifair  would  have  been  imprac 
tioablo.  For  four  years  we  lived  comfortably  here;  but  a 
difference  commencing  between  him  and  his  landlord  as  to 
terms,  after  three  years*  tossing  and  whirling  in  the  vortex 
of  htigation,  my  tkther  was  just  saved  from  the  horrors  of 
e  jail  by  a  consumption,  which,  after  two  years'  promises, 
kindly  stepped  in,  and  carried  him  away  to  '  where  the 
■wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the  weary  are  at  rest.' 

"  It  is  during  the  time  that  we  lived  on  this  £irm,  that 
my  little  story  ia  most  eventful.  I  was,  at  the  beginning 
of  this  period,  perhaps,  the  moat  ungainly,  awkward  boy 
in  the  parish  —  no  soUlaire  was  less  acqii^ted  with  the 
ways  of  the  world.  What  I  knew  of  ancient  story  was 
gathered  from  Salmon's  and  Guthrie's  geographical  gram- 
mars ;  and  the  ideas  I  had  formed  of  modem  manners,  of 
literature,  and  criticism,  I  got  from  the  Spectator.  These, 
with  Pope's  works,  some  plays  of  Shakspeare,  Tell  and 
Dickson  on  Agriculture,  The  Pantheon,  Locke's  Essay  on 
the  Human  Understanding,  Staokhousc's  History  of  the 
Bible,  Justice's  British  Gardener's  Directory,  Bayle's  Lec- 
tures, Allan  Ramsay's  works,  Taylor's  Soripture  Doctrine 
of  Original  Sin,  A  select  Collection  of  English  Songs,  and 
Hervey's  Meditations,  had  formed  the  whole  of  my  read- 
ing. The  collection  of  songs  was  my  vade  mecwn,.  1  poied 
over  them,  driving  roy  cart,  or  walking  to  labor,  song  by 
eongi  vcrae  by  verse  ;  carefully  noting  the  true  tender,  or 
sublime,  from  affectation  and  fustian.  I  am  convince<t  I 
flwe  to  this  practice  much  of  my  critic-craft,  such  as  it  is. 
"  In  my  Ecventccnth  year,  to  give  my  manners  a  brush, 
I  went  to  a  country  dancing-school.    My  father  had  tut 


o.led  by  Google 


«4  i.tte  or  Robert  burbs. 

bnaccoUiitsble  antipiithy  s^^nst  these  meedi^ ;  and  taj 
going  was,  -what  to  this  moment  I  repent,  in  opposition  to 
his  wishes.  My  fether,  as  I  said  before,  was  aubjeot  to 
Itiong  pasuons ;  bom  thxt  instance  of  disobedience  in  ma 
he  took  a  sort  of  dislike  to  me,  which  I  belieTs  was  one 
cause  of  the  diasipalion  which  marked  my  succeeding 
years.  1  say  dissipation,  oomparativeiy  with  the  stiict- 
ness,  and  sobriety,  and  regularity,  of  Presbyterian  coiuilty 
life  ;  ftir  though  the  Will  o"  Wisp  meteors  of  thoughtless 
whim  were  ahnost  the  sole  lights  of  my  path,  yet  early 
Ingrained  piety  and  riitue  kept  me  for  several  years  after- 
wards within  the  line  of  innocence.  The  great  misfortune 
of  my  life  was  to  want  an  aim.  I  had  felt  early  some  stir- 
rings of  ambition,  but  they  were  the  blind  gropings  of 
Homer's  Cyclops  round  the  walls  of  his  cave.  I  saw  my 
filler's  situation  entailed  upon  me  perpetual  labor.  The 
only  two  openings  by  which  I  could  enter  the  temple  of 
Fortune,  was  the  gate  ofliiggardly  economy,  or  the  path 
of  little  chicaning  bargain-making.  The  Srst  is  so  con- 
tracted an  appcrture,  1  never  could  squeeze  myself  into  it ; 
the  last  I  always  hated  —  there  was  contamination  in  the 
very  entrance  !  Thus  abandoned  of  aim  or  view  in  life, 
with  a  strong  appetite  for  sociability,  as  well  &om  nat£vs 
hilarity,  as  &om  a  pride  of  observation  and  remark ;  a  eon- 
Mituldonal  melancholy,  or  hypochondriasm,  that  made  me 
fly  to  solitude;  add  to  these  incentives  to  social  lile,  ray 
reputation  for  bookish  knowledge,  a  certain  wild  logical 
talent,  and  a  strength  of  thought  something  like  the  rudi- 
ments of  good  sense  ;  and  it  will  not  seem  surprising  that 
I  was  generally  a  welcome  guest  where  I  visited,  or  any 
great  wonder  that,  always  where  two  or  three  met  together 
there  was  I  among  them. 

"But  &ir  beyond  all  other  impulses  of  my  heart  was  un 
penchant  u  ('  adorabtt  nontU  di  gtnre  ftutnatn.  My  heart 
was  completely  tinder,  and  was  eternally  lighted  up  by 
lomo  goddess  or  other ;  and,  as  in  every  other  warfare  in 
BUs  world,  my  fi»;cuna  was  various  j  sometimea  1  was  i^ 
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tdved  nitli  tavor,  and  somotimoB  I  was  mortiSed  witb  a 
repulse.  At  the  plough,  scythe,  or  reap-hoot,  I  feared  no 
competitor,  ond  thue  1  set  abaolute  Tvant  nt  defiance ;  and 
as  I  never  cared  farther  for  mj-  Isbots  than  while  I  was 
in  actual  exercise,  I  spent  the  evenings  in  the  way  after 
my  own  heart.  A.  country  lad  aeldom  carries  on  a  love 
adventure  n-ithout  an  assisting  confidant.  I  possessed  a 
curiosity,  zeal,  and  intrepid  dexterity,  Hat  recommended 
me  as  a  proper  second  on  these  occasions;  and,  I  daM 
«ay,  I  felt  m  much  j^easure  in  being  in  the  eecret  of  half 
the  loves  of  the  pariah  of  TEirbolton,  as  ever  did  statesmen 
in  knowing  the  intrigues  of  half  the  courts  of  Europe. 
The  Tory  gooae-feather  in  my  hand  seems  to  know  instinc- 
tively  the  well-worn  path  of  my  imagination,  the  favorite 
theme  of  my  song;  and  13  with  difficulty  restrained  &om 
givii^  you  a  couple  of  paragraphs  00  the  love  adventures 
of  my  compeers,  the  humble  inmates  of  the  fatm-house 
and  cottage ;  but  the  grave  sons  of  science,  ambition.  Of 
avarice,  baptize  these  things  by  the  name  of  Follies.  To 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  labor  and  poverty,  Oiey  are  mat- 
ters of  the  most  serious  nature ;  to  them,  the  ardent  hope, 
the  stolen  interview,  the  tender  farewell,  are  the  greatest 
and  moat  delicious  parts  of  their  enjoynientH. 

"Another  circumstance  in  my  life,  which  made  some 
alteration  in  my  mind  and  manners,  was,  that  1  spent  my 
nineteenth  summer  on  a  smuggling  coast,  a  good  distance 
from  home,  at  a  noted  school,  to  learn  mensuration,  sur- 
veying, dialling,  &c.,  in  which  I  made  a  pretty  good  pro- 
gress. But  I  made  a  greater  progress  in  the  knowledge 
of  mankind.  The  contraband  trade  was  at  that  time  very 
■uccessful,  and  it  sometimes  happened  to  me  to  Ml  in 
with  those  who  carried  it  on.  Scenes  of  swaggering  riot 
and  roaring  dissipation  were  till  this  time  new  to  mo ;  but 
I  was  no  enemy  to  Si  cial  life.  Here,  though  I  leamt  to 
fill  my  glass,  and  to  mil  without  fear  in  a  drunken  squab- 
ble, yet  1  went  on  with  a  bi^  hand  with  my  geometry, 
(ill  the  sun  entered  Vii^,  a  month  which  is  alwiys  a 
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earmval  in  my  bosom,  when  a  charming  filellf,  who  lived 
next  door  to  the  school,  overact  my  tiigonometcy,  and  set 
me  off  at  a  tangent  &om  the  sphere  of  my  Btudies.  I, 
however,  struggled  on  with  my  sines  and  cosines  foe  a  few 
days  more ;  but,  stepping  into  the  garden  one  charming 
noon  to  take  the  sun's  altitude,  there  I  met  my  angnl. 


It  Wfls  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any  more  good  at  school 
The  remaining  ~veek  I  staid.  I  did  noticing  but  craza  the 
faculties  of  my  soul  about  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her ; 
and,  the  two  last  nights  of  my  stay  in  the  country,  had 
sleep  been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  modest  and  in- 
nocent girl  had  kept  mc  guiltless. 

"  I  returned  home  very  considerably  improved.  My 
reading  was  enlarged  with  the  very  important  addition 
of  Thomson's  and  Shenstone's  works;  I  had  seen  human 
nature  in  a  new  phaais;  and  I  engaged  several  of  my 
school -fellows  to  keep  up  a  literary  correspondence  with 
me.  This  improved  me  in  composition.  1  had  mot  with 
a  collection  of  letters  by  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's  reign, 
and  I  pored  over  them  most  devoutly :  I  kept  copies  of 
any  of  my  own  letters  th^t  pieced  mc  ;  and  a  comparison 
between  them  and  the  compositiDns  of  most  of  my  corre- 
spondents flattered  my  vanity  I  carried  this  whim  so  far, 
that  though  I  had  not  three  (arthinga'  worth  of  business 
in  the  world,  yet  almost  every  post  brought  me  as  many 
letters  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad  plodding  son  of  a  day- 
book and  ledger. 

"My  life  Howet  on  much  in  the  same  course  till  my 
twenty-third  year.  Vive  I'  amoar,  et  vive  la  bagatelle, 
were  my  sole  principles  of  action.  The  addition  of  two 
more  authors  to  my  library  gave  me  great  pleasure ;  Steme 
and  M'Kenzie  — Tristram  Shandy  and  the  Man  of  Feel- 
ing —  wore  my  bosom  favorites.  Poesy  was  still  a  darling 
valk  for  my  mind  ;  but  it  was  only  indulged  in  accoidinj{ 
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10  the  humor  of  the  liour.  I  had  uiually  half  a  dozen  c 
more  pieces  on  hand  i  1  took  up  one  or  other,  83  it  suited 
the  momentary  tone  of  the  mind,  and  dismissed  the  work 
as  it  bordered  on  Eatigue.  My  passions,  when  once  lighte<l 
up,  raged  like  so  many  devils,  till  they  got  vent  in  rhj-me ; 
and  then  the  conning  owr  my  verses,  like  a  spell,  soothed 
all  into  quiet !  None  of  the  rhymes  of  those  das's  are  in 
print,  except  'Winter,  a  dirge,  the  eldest  of  my  printed 
pieces;  the  Death  of  poor  Mailic;  John  Baileycom ;  the 
songs,  first,  second,  and  third.  Song  second  was  the  ebul- 
lition of  that  passion  ivhioh  ended   the  fore-mentioned 

"My  twenty-thii'd  year  was  to  mo  an  important  era. 
Partly  through  whim,  and  partly  that  I  wished  to  set 
about  doing  something  in  life,  I  joined  a  flai-drcsscr  in 
a  neighboring  town  (Irvine)  to  learn  his  trade.  This  was 
an  unlucky  aifair.  My  ■  •  •  •  ;  and,  to  Bnish  the  whole, 
as  we  were  giving  a  welcome  carousal  t^  the  new  year, 
the  shop  took  fire,  and  burnt  to  ashes ;  and  I  was  left, 
like  a  true  poet,  not  worth  a  sispcnec. 

"Iwns  obliged  to  give  up  this  scheme;  the  clouds  of 
misfortime  were  gathering  thick  round  my  father's  head, 
and  what  was  worst  of  all,  he  was  visibly  far  gone  in  n 
consumption;  and,  to  crown  my  distresses,  a  belie  fille, 
whom  I  adored,  and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet 
me  in  matrimony,  jilted  me  With  peculiar  eircmnstancea 
of  mortification.  Tlie  finishing  evil  that  brought  up  tha 
rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was  my  constitulional  melancholy, 
being  increased  to  such  a  degree,  that  for  three  months  I 
was  in  a  state  of  mind  scarcely  to  be  envied  by  the  hope- 
less wretches  who  have  got  their  mittimus  —  '  Depart  from 
me,  ye  accursed ! ' 

"From  this  adventure  I  learned  something  of  a  town 
Uffe  ;  but  the  principal  thing  which  gave  my  mind  a  turn, 
was  a  friendship  I  had  formed  with  a  young  fellow,  a  very 
noble  charEictcr,  but  a  hapless  son  of  misfortune.  He  wl 
Ihe  Bon  of  a  simple  mcdianic ;   but   a  great  man  i"  thi 
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heighbocliood  taking  him  under  his  patronage,  gave  him 
n  genteel  education,  -with,  a  view  of  bettering  his  situation 
in  life.  The  patron  dying  just  as  he  wks  ready  to  latmoii 
out  into  the  world,  the  poor  fellow,  in  deapair,  went  to  sea ; 
where,  after  a  variety  of  good  and  ill  fortune,  a  little  beforn 
I  was  acquainted  with  Mm,  he  had  been  sot  on  shore  by 
an  American  priTatecr,  on  the  wild  coast  of  Connaught, 
■tripped  of  every  thing.  I  cannot  quit  this  poor  fellow's 
2tory  without  adding,  that  he  is  at  tJiis  time  master  of  a 
large  "Weat-Indiaman  belonging  to  the  Thames. 

"His  mind  was  fraught  with  independence,  magnanim- 
ity, and  every  manly  virtue.  I  loved  and  admired  him  to 
a  degree  of  enthusiasm,  and  of  course  strove  to  imitate 
him.  In  some  measure  I  succeeded  ;  1  had  pride  before^ 
but  he  taught  it  to  flow  in  proper  channels.  His  knowl- 
edge of  the  world  was  vastly  superior  to  mine,  and  I  was 
all  attention  to  learn.  He  was  the  only  man  I  ever  saw 
who  was  a  greater  fool  than  myself,  where  woman  was 
the  presiding  star ;  but  he  spoke  of  illicit  love  with  the 
levity  of  a  sailor,  which  hitherto  I  had  regarded  with  hor- 
ror. Here  his  friendship  did  me  misehief ;  and  the  con- 
sequence was,  that  soon  after  I  resumed  the  plough,  I 
vrrote  The  Poet's  Welcome.*  My  reading  only  increased, 
while  in  this  town,  by  two  stray  volumes  of  Pamela,  and 
one  of  Ferdinand  Count  Fathom,  which  gave  me  some  idea 
of  novels.  Rhyme,  except  some  religious  pieces  that  are 
in  print,  I  had  given  up ;  but  meeting  with  Ferguson's 
Scottish  Poems.  I  strung  anew  my  wildly-sounding  lyre 
with  emulating  vigor.  When  ray  father  died,  his  all  went 
among  the  hell-hounds  that  prowl  in  the  kennel  of  jus- 
tice !  but  we  made  a  shift  to  collect  a  Kttle  money  In  th« 
family  amongst  us,  with  which,  to  keep  as  together,  my 
brother  and  I  took  a  neighboring  farm.  My  brother  want- 
ed my  hair-brained  imagination,  as  well  as  my  social  and 
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Uuorons  madnCBs  t  but  in   good  sense,  and  every   soli« 
qualification,  he  wois  far  my  superior. 

"  I  entered  on  the  farm  «itli  a  full  resolution,  '  Come, 
go  to,  I  will  be  wise ! '  I  read  fanning  books  ;  I  calculated 
erops ;  I  attended  markets  ;  and.  in  short,  in  spite  of  >  tha 
devil,  and  the  world,  and  the  llesh,'  I  believe  I  should 
liavo  been  a  wise  man ;  but,  the  first  year,  from  unibrtu- 
natcly  buying  bad  seed,  the  second,  from  a  lat«  harvest, 
we  lost  half  our  crops.  This  overset  fdl  my  irisdom,  and 
I  returned,  '  like  the  dog  to  hia  vomit,  and  the  sow  that 
was  washed,  to  her  wallowing  in  the  mire.' 
^  "I  now  began  to  bo  known  in  the  neighliorhood  as  a 
maker  of  rhjines.  The  first  of  my  poetic  offspring  that 
saw  the  light  was  a  burlesque  lamentation  on  a  quarrel 
between  two  reverend  Calvinista,  both  of  them  dTamalit 
persona  in  my  Holy  Fair.  I  had  a  notion  myself  that  tha 
piece  had  some  merit ;  but  to  prevent  the  worst,  I  gave  a 
copy  tq  a  friend  who  was  very  fond  of  such  things,  and 
told  him  that  I  could  not  guess  who  was  the  author  of  it, 
hut  that  I  thought  it  pretty  clever.  With  a  certain  de- 
scription of  the  clergy,  as  well  as  laity,  it  met  with  a  roar 
of  applause.  Holy  Willie's  Prayer  next  made  its  appear- 
ance, and  alarmed  the  kirk-session  so  much,  that  they  held 
soTcral  meetings  to  look  over  their  spiritual  artillery,  if 
haply  any  of  it  might  be  pointed  against  profane  rhj-mers, 
Unluckily  for  me,  my  wanderings  led  mo,  on  another  side, 
ii'itMii  point-blank  shot  of  tJicir  heaviest  metal.  This  ia 
the  unfortunate  story  that  gave  rise  to  my  printed  poem, 
Tlie  Lament.  This  was  a  most  melancholy  affiur,  which  I 
cannot  yet  bear  to  reflect  on,  and  had  nearly  given  mc  one 
or  two  of  the  prijicipal  qualifications  for  a  place  among 
Qiose  who  have  lost  the  chart,  and  mistaken  the  reckoning 
of  rauonalily."    I  gave  up   my   part  of  the  farm   to  my 
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30  LIFE  OF   ItOBEBT  BUBJIS. 

brother  i  in  truth  it  was  only  nominally  mine ;  wid  mndi 
wliBt  little  preparation  was  in  my  power  for  Jamaica.  But, 
before  leaving  my  mitivc  country  for  erer,  I  resiilyed  to 
publish  ray  poenu.  I  weighed  my  prodactions  aa  impar- 
Hnlly  aa  was  io  ray  power :  I  thought  they  Itad  merit ;  and 
it  was  a  delicious  idea,  that  I  should  be  called  a  clever  fel- 
low, even  though  it  should  never  reach  my  eara  —  a  pom 
negro-drivet,  or  perhaps  a  Yictim  to  that  inhospitable  climo, 
End  gone  to  the  ^vorlct  of  spirits  !  I  can  truly  say,  that 
paatcTt  iaconnu  aa  I  then  was,  I  had  pretty  nearly  as  high 
an  idea  of  myaelf  and  of  my  works,  as  I  have  at  this  mo- 
ment, when  the  public  has  decided  in  their  layor.  It  was 
my  opinion,  that  the  mistakea  ami  blunders,  botji  in  a  ra- 
tional and  reli^ua  point  of  view,  of  which  we  see  thou- 
sands daily  guilty,  are  owing  to  their  ignorance  of  them- 
selves. To  know  myself,  haa  been  ail  along  my  constant 
study.  I  weighed  myaelf  alone ;  I  balanced  myself  with 
others ;  I  watched  every  means  of  information,  to  see  how 
much  ground  I  occupied  aa  a  man  and  as  a  poet ;  I  studied 
assiduously  nature's  design  in  my  formation  —  where  tha 
lights  and  shades  in  my  character  were  intended.  I  was 
pretty  coniident  my  poems  would  meet  with  some  ap- 
plause; but,  at  the  worst,  the  roar  of  the  Atlantic  would- 
deafen  the  voice  of  censure,  and  the  novelty  of  West  Indian 
scenes  make  me  fot^et  neglect.  I  threw  off  sis  hundred 
copies,  of  which  I  had  got  subscriptions  for  about  thies 
hundred  and  fifty.    My  vanity  was  highly  gratified  by  thi 
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receftion  I  met  with  from  the  public ;  and  besides,  I  pock- 
eted, all  expenses  deducted,  nearly  twenty  pounds.  Thil 
Bum  came  very  HeasonabJy,  as  I  was  thinking  of  indenting 
myself,  for  want  of  money,  to  procure  ray  passage.  As 
BOOH  aa  I  was  master  of  nine  guineas,  the  price  of  watting 
me  to  the  torrid  zone,  1  took  a  steerage  passage  in  the  first 
ship  that  was  to  sail  from  the  Clyde,  for 


"  I  had  been  ibr  some  days  skulking  from  covert  to  cov- 
ert, under  all  the  terrors  of  a  jail ;  as  some  ill-advised  peo- 
ple had  uncoupled  iJie  merciless  pack  of  the  law  at  my 
heels.*  I  had  taken  the  last  farewell  of  my  few  friends, 
my  chest  was  on  the  road  to  Greeuock  j  I  had  composed 
the  last  song  I  should  ever  measure  in  Caledonia.  The 
gloomy  night  is  gathering  fast,  —  when  a  letter  from  Dr. 
Blacklock,  Ut  a  friend  of  mine,  overthrew  all  my  schemes, 
by  opening  new  prospects  to  my  poetic  ambition.  The 
doctor  belonged  to  a  set  of  critics,  for  whose  applause  I 
had  not  dared  to  hope.  His  opinion,  that  I  would  meet 
with  encouragement  in  Edinburgh,  for  a  second  edition, 
fired  me  so  much,  that  away  I  posted  lor  that  city,  without 
a  single  acquaintance,  or  a  single  letter  of  introduction, 
rhe  baneful  star  that  had  so  long  shed  its  blasting  influ- 
ence in  my  zenith,  for  once  made  a  revolution  to  the  nadir ; 
and  a  kind  Providence  placed  me  under  the  patron^e  of 
one  of  the  noblest  of  men,  the  eail  of  Glencaim.  OiiiOt 
moi.  Grand  DUii,  si  Jamais  je  I'  oublie ! 

"  I  need  relate  no  farther.  At  Edinburgh  I  was  in  ■ 
Dew  world  ;  I  mingled  among  many  classes  of  men,  but 
all  of  them  new  to  me,  and  I  was  all  attention  to  >  catch 
QiQ  characters  and  '  the  manners  living  as  they  rie&' 
Wheflier  I  have  profited,  time  will  nhow." 
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His  tccpption  from  mpn  of  letters,  in  general,  was  flat- 
toing.  Dr.  Robertson,  Dr.  Blair,  Dr.  Gregory,  Mr.  Stew- 
ttrt,  Mi.  Makeniie,  and  Mr.  Frazer  Tytler,  perceived  an4 
acknowledged  his  talents.  He  wa9  an  acceptable  gaest  in 
tha  gayest  and  most  elevated  circles,  and  received  from 
female  beauty  and  elegance,  those  attentions  above  all  oth- 
ers moijt  grateful  to  him.  Among  men  of  rank  and  fashion, 
he  was  particularly  distinguished  by  James,  earl  of  Glen- 
caim,  who  introduced  liim  to  the  notice  and  the  convivial 
society  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt.  But  while  he  was  invited 
into  the  company  of  men  of  virtue  and  taste,  he  was  also 
eeduoed,  by  prcasiog  solicitations,  into  the  fellowship  of 
those  whose  habits,  without  being  extremely  gross,  were 
yet  too  licentious  and  dissolute.  The  festive  indulgencea 
which  he  enjoyed  among  them,  gradually  deprived  him  of 
Ms  relish  for  the  temperate  and  austere  virtues,  liut  what- 
ever influence  this  change  produced  on  his  conduct  and 
moralH,  his  understanding  suifcred  no  correspondent  debase- 
ment. He  estimated  his  new  friends  and  associates  at  their 
proper  value ;  and  manifested  great  discrimination  in  ap- 
preciating the  character  of  those  who  imagined  themselves 
men  of  the  first  order  in  the  walks  of  literature  and 
fashion. 

"  There  are  few  of  the  sore  evils  under  the  sun,"  lie  ob- 
serves, "give  me  more  uneasiness  and  chagrin,  than  the 
comparison  how  a  man  of  genius,  nay,  of  avowed  worth, 
is  received  every  where,  with  the  reception  which  a  mere 
ordinary  character,  decorated  with  the  trappings  and  futile 
distinctjms  of  fortune,  meets.  I  imagine  a  maji  of  abili- 
ties, his  breast  glowing  with  honest  pri<le,  conscious  that 
men  arc  bom  equal,  sljll  giving  '  honor  to  whom  honor  ia 
due ; '  he  meets,  at  a  great  man's  table,  a  Sciuirc  Something 
or  a  Sir  Somebody  ;  he  knows  the  noble  landlord,  at  heart 
givea  the  bard,  or  whatever  he  is,  a  share  of  his  gooa 
wishes,  beyond,  perhaps,  any  one  at  the  table ;  yet  how 
will  it  mortify  him  to  see  a  fellow,  whose  abilities  would 
icarce..y  have  made  an  eight-penny  tailor,  and  w^hose  hewt 


o.led  by  Google 


b  not  TiOtiix  three  f irthii  gs,  meot  with  a1 

■ice,  that  are  withheld  from  the  aoc  of  gcoius  and  porertj  t 

"The  noble  Glencaim  haa  wounded  me  to  the  soul  hers, 
hecBuse  I  dearly  esteem,  respect  and  love  him.  He  showed 
10  maeh  attention  —  engrosaing  attention  —  one  day,  to  the 
only  blockhead  at  table,'(the  whole  company  conaiated  of 
his  lordship,  dunderpate,  and  myself)  that  I  whs  within 
half  a  point  of  throwing  down  my  gage  of  contemptuoos 
defiance ;  but  be  shoot,  my  hand,  and  looked  BO  benevo- 
lently good  at  parting,  —  God  bless  him  !  though  I  should 
never  see  b'T^  more,  I  BhaE  love  him  until  my  dying  day  ! 
I  am  pleased  to  think  I  am  so  capable  of  the  throes  of 
gratitude,  as  I  am  miserably  deficient  In  some  other 
virtues. 

"  With  Dr.  Blair  I  am  moro  at  my  ease.  I  never  respect 
him  with  homble  veneration ;  but  when  be  kindly  interesta 
himaelf  in  my  welfare,  or  still  more,  when  he  descends 
&am  his  pinnacle,  and  meets  me  on  equal  ground  in  coQ' 
vernation,  my  heart  overflows  wilb  what  ia  called  liking. 
Wlien  he  neglects  me  for  the  mere  carcass  of  grcatneea,  or 
when  bis  eye  measures  the  difference  of  oar  points  of  ele- 
vation, I  say  to  myself  with  scarcely  any  emotion,  what 
do  I  care  for  him  or  his  pomp  either  i 

"  It  is  not  easy  forming  an  exact  judgment  of  any  one ; 
but,  in  my  opinion.  Dr.  Blsir  is  merely  an  astonishing 
proof  of  what  industry  and  application  can  do.  Natural 
parts  like  hia  are  ftequently  to  bo  met  with ;  his  vanity  is 
proverbially  known  among  his  acquaintance ;  but  he  is 
justly  at  the  head  of  what  may  be  called  fine  writing  ;  and 
u  critic  of  the  first,  the  very  first,  rank  in  prose  :  even  in 
poetry,  a  bard  of  nature's  making  can  only  take  the  p<u 
of  him.  He  ho*  a  heart,  not  of  the  very  fincat  water,  but 
for  from  being  an  ordinary  oae.  In  short,  he  is  truly  a 
worthy  and  most  respectable  character." 

The  respect  and  sympathy  of  Bums  dwelt  with  keenef 
emotion  aci  more  intense  interest  on  the  fate  of  Ferguson, 
than  on  the  intercc  uiae  which  he  held  with  pej«ons  of  dia 
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tincticn.  On  the  6th  of  Februiu-y,  1787,  he  addressed  ■ 
letter  to  the  bailiea  of  Canongate,  Ediiibuigh,  requesting 
permission  to  erect  a  monument  to  his  memory-  "  Gentle- 
men," aaid  he,  "I  am  sorry  to  be  told  that  the  remains  of 
Itobert  Ferguson,  the  bo  justly  celebrated  poet,  a  man 
whose  talents,  for  ages  to  come,  will  do  honor  to  our  Cale- 
donian name,  lie  in  your  church-yard,  among  the  ignoble 
dead,  unnoticed  and  unknown.  Some  memorial,  to  direct 
the  steps  of  the  lovers  of  Scottish  song,  when  they  wish 
to  shed  a  tear  over  the  narrow  house  of  the  bard  who  is 
no  more,  is  surely  a  tribute  due  to  Ferguson's  memory  —  a 
tribute  I  wish  to  have  the  honor  of  yaying.  I  petition  you, 
then,  gentlemen,  to  permit  me  to  lay  a  simple  stone  over 
his  revered  ashes,  to  remain  unalienpblo  property  to  Ms 
deatliless  &me," 

Burns,  in  consequence  of  this  application,  obtained  leaye 
to  gratify  his  desire.*    The  inscription  of  the  stone  is  aa 


He  asEed  for  Eread,  niul  he  received 
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Bom  Stptembf'  Sih,  1751— Died  lOlh  Oclober,  17T4. 
"Nq  storied  urn,  nor  aiiimaleJ  busli" 

Oa  the  otlieT  side  of  tho  stone  is  aa  follows :  — 

Shortly  after  paying  this  mark  of  respect  to  the  ashes 
of  a  kindred  genius,  he  acquired,  by  the  now  edition  of 
hi?  poems,  a  sum  of  mone^  more  than  sufiicient  for  his 
present  exigencies.  He  therefore  determined  to  gratify  a 
desire  he  had  long  entertained,  of  visiting  some  of  the 
most  interesting  districts  of  his  native  country.  For  this 
purpose,  he  left  Edinburgh  on  the  aixtli  of  May;  and  in 
the  course  of  his  journey  was  hospitably  received  at  tho 
houses  of  several  gentlemen  of  worth  ajid  learning.  AfWr 
proceeding  up  tho  Tweed,  through  the  counties  of  Rox- 
burgh and  Selkirk ;  penetrating  into  England  as  far  as 
Newcastle ;  and  crossing  the  island  to  Carlisle,  he  returned 
through  Anan  and  Dumfries  to  Ayrshire,  after  an  absence 
of  six  months. 

It  will  easily  be  conceived  with  what  pleasure  and  pride 
he  was  received  by  his  mother,  his  brothers  and  aiaters. 
He  had  left  them  poor,  and  comparatively  friendless  ;  he 
returned  to  them  high  in  public  estimation  and  easy  in  his 
circumstances.  He  returned  to  thom,  unchanged  in  hia 
ardent  affections,  and  ready  to  share  with  thom,  to  Iha 
uttermost  &itlung,  the  pittance  that  fortune  had  be- 
Etowed. 

Having  remained  vith  them  a  few  days,  he  proceeded 
again  to  Edinburgh,  and  immediately  set  out  on  a  tour  ta 
the  highlands.  From  this  journey  he  returned  to  his  rela- 
tions in  his  native  country,  renewing  his  friendships  and 
extending  his  acqugintance. 
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In  Augnat,  he  made  another  visit  to  Etliabur^h,  whenue 
he  travelled  in  company  with  Mr.  Adair,  through  Linlith- 
gow, Carron,  Stirling,  the  Tale  of  Devon,  and  Harrieaton, 
In  a  visit  to  Mrs.  Bruce,  of  Clackmanan,  a  lady  abova 
ninety,  the  lineal  deaoiaidant  of  that  race  which  gave  tho 
SeoWiah  throne  its  brightest  omnment,  his  feelings  wore 
powerfully  interested.  Though  almoat  deprived  of  speech 
oy  a  paralytic  affection,  she  preseryed  her  hospitality  and 
urbanity.  She  was  in  possession  of  the  helmet  and  two- 
handed  Bword  of  her  great  ancestor,  with  which  she  con- 
ferred on  her  two  visiters  the  honor  of  knighthood,  remark- 
ing, that  she  had  a  better  right  to  confer  that  title  than 

At  Dunfermline  t^ey  visited  the  ruined  abbey,  and  the 
abbej-church,  now  consecrated  to  Presbyterian  worship. 
Here  Mr.  Adair  mounted  the  cutty-stool,  or  stool  of  repen- 
tance, assuming  the  character  of  a  penitent  ibr  fomioalion, 
while  Burns,  &om  the  pulpit,  addressed  to  him  a  ludicrous 
reproof  and  exhortation,  puodied  firom  that  which  had 
been  delivered  to  himself  in  Ayrshire,  where  he  had  oncB 
been  one  of  seven  who  mounted  the  seat  of  ahaone  to- 

In  the  church-yard,  two  broad  flag-stones  marked  the 
grave  of  Eohert  Bruce,  for  whoso  memory  Bums  had  a 
more  than  common  veneration.  He  knelt  and  kissed  tha 
stone  with  sacred  fervor,  and  heartily  {sunt  u(  mos  trat) 
execrated  the  worse  than  Gothic  neglect  of  the  first  of 
Scottish  heroes.  He  afterwards  returned,  witQi  Mr.  Adair, 
to  Edinbui^h  by  Kinross,  (on  the  shore  of  Lochleven,)  and 
Queen's  ferry. 

These  joumeyB,  however,  did  not  satisfy  the  cariosity 
of  Bums.  About  the  beginning  of  September,  he  again 
let  out  from  the  metropohs,  on  a  more  estended  tour  to 
the  highluids,  in  company  with  Mr.  Nicol,  assistant  teacher 
in  the  high  schooL  After  passing  through  the  heart  of 
that  mouDtainovt  division  of  their  native  country,  they 
(Detched  northwuds  about  ten  miles  beyond  InverrMu, 
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There  they  bent  their  course  eastward,  across  tJie  isUnd, 
uid  returned  by  the  shore  of  the  German  sea,  to  Edin- 
burgh. In  the  course  of  this  journey,  they  risited  a  num- 
ber of  remarkable  scenes  ;  and  the  imagination  of  Bums 
was  constantly  eicited  by  the  wild  and  sublime  scenerj- 
through  which  he  passed. 

Having  settled  with  his  publisher,  in  Pehruary,  1788,  he 
found  himself  master  of  nearly  five  hundred  pounds,  after 
discharging  aU  his  expenses.  To  his  trother  Gilbert,  who 
had  taken  upon  him  the  support  of  their  aged  mother,  and 
was  struggling  n-ith  many  difficulties  in  the  ferm  of  Mosa- 
^el,  he  immediately  advanced  two  hundred  pounds.  With 
the  remainder  he  resolved  on  settling  himself  for  life  in  the 
occupation  of  agriculture,  ahd  took  the  farm  of  BUisland, 
on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  six  miles  above  Dumfries,  on 
which  he  entered  at  Whitsunday. 

When  he  had  in  this  maimer  arranged  hia  plans  for 
futiuity,  his  generous  heart  turned  to  the  object  of  his  at- 
tachment ;  and,  listening  to  no  considerations  but  those  of 
honor  and  affectiou,  he  led  her  to  the  altar,  and  joined 
with  her  in  a  public  declaration  of  marri^e.  His  notice 
of  this  event,  1<i  Mrs.  Dtinlop,  is  truly  honorable  to  his 
fcclmgs,  "  When  Jean  found  herself,"  says  he,  "  as  wo- 
men wish  to  bo  who  love  their  lords,  as  I  loved  her  nearly 
to  distraction,  wo  took  steps  for  a  private  marriage.  Her 
parents  got  the  hint,  and  not  only  forbade  me  her  company 
and  the  house,  hut  on  my  rumored  West  Indian  Toyago, 
got  a  warrant  to  put  mo  in  jail  till  I  should  find  Security 
in  my  about-to-be  paternal  relation.  You  know  my  lucky 
reverse  of  fortune.  On  my  eclatant  return  to  Mauchlino, 
I  was  made  very  welcome  to  visit  my  girl.  The  usual 
consequences  b^an  to  betray  her ;  and,  as  I  was  at  that 
time  laid  up  a  cripple  in  Edinburgh,  she  was  turned  —  lit- 
erally turned  out  of  doors ;  and  I  wrote  to  a  Mend  to  shel- 
ter her  till  my  return,  when  our  marriage  was  declared* 
Hba  BA.PFryEss  on  uiseby  was  in  uy  a^ssa ;  aks  vbc 
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He  now  engaged  in  rebuilding  Ihe  dweling-houM  on 
Ms  laim,  which,  in  the  state  he  found  It,  woa  iii^equata 
to  the  aecommodattoii  of  his  family.  On  this  occasion,  he 
resumed  at  times  the  occupation  of  a  laborer,  and  found 
fteiflier  his  strength  nor  his  skill  impaired.  Pleased  with 
Eurrej'iQg  the  grounds  he  was  about  to  culil't  ate,  and  with 
teaiijig  a  habitation  that  m^ht  gire  ehelier  to  his  wife  and 
children,  and,  as  he  fondly  hoped,  to  hi»  own.  gray  hairs, 
icntiments  of  independence  buoyed  np  his  mind ;  pictures 
of  dameatic  content  and  peace  lose  on  his  imagination; 
and  a  few  days  passed  away,  th<>  moat  tranq^uil,  and  per- 
haps the  happiest  he  had  ever  experienced. 

His  industry,  however,  was  iiequently  interrupted  by 
Tisiting  his  family  in  Ayrshire  ;  and,  as  the  distance  was 
too  great  for  a  single  day's  journey,  he  generally  spent  a 
night  at  an  inn  on  the  road.  On  such  occasions,  he  some- 
times fell  into  company,  and  was  drawn  into  irregular  and 
intemperate  habits.  His  appointment  in  the  eiccise,  which 
was  completed  in  autumn,  1789,  likewise  obstructed  his 
agricultural  puiauita.  He  was  unable  to  reconcile  the  busi- 
ness of  the  two  occupations.  His  farm  was  in  a  great 
measure  abandoned  to  his  sravonts,  while  he  was  engaged 
in  perfonning  his  official  duties.  He  might  be  seen,  now 
and  then,  in  the  spring,  directing  hli  plough,  a  la1  or  in 
which  he  BKcellod  ;  or  with  a  white  sheet,  containiiig  his 
seed-corn,  slung  across  his  shoulders,  striding  with  meas- 
ured steps  along  his  tumed-up  furrows,  and  scattering  the 
grain,  in  the  earth.  But  his  farm  no  longer  occupied  the 
principal  part  of  his  thoughts.  It  was  not  at  EUislflnd 
that  he  was  now  in  general  to  be  found.  Mounted  on 
norseback,  this  high-minded  poet  was  pursuing  the  default- 
ers of  the  revenue,  among  the  hills  and  Tales  of  Nithsdale, 
his  roving  eye  wandering  over  the  charms  of  natut^  and 
muttering  his  wayward  fancies  as  he  moved  along. 

Besides  his  duties  in  the  excise,  other  circumstances  in- 
terfered with  his  attention  to  Ms  farm.  Ho  engaged  in  th« 
formation  and  managranent  of  a  society  for  purchasing  and 
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circulnling  books  among  tlie  formers  of  hia  ncighboiliood ; 
and  oBCttsionally  occupied  himself  in  compOEing  songs  fo( 
the  musical  work  of  Mr.  Johnson,  then  in  the  course  of 
publication.  Theae  engagements,  though  useful  and  hon- 
orable, necessaoly  contributed  to  the  abstraction  of  hia 
though  fl,  and  the  neglect  of  his  rural  affairs. 

The  consequences  may  easOy  be  imagined.  Notidlll- 
standing  the  prudence  and  good  management  of  Mw. 
Burns,  he  found  it  necessary,  after  the  eipiration  of  three 
years  and  ft  half,  to  relinquish  his  lease.  Hia  employment 
in  the  excise  originally  produced  fifty  pounds  per  annum. 
He  was  now  appointed  to  a  new  district,  the  emolumcnta 
of  which  rose  to  about  seventy.  Hoping  to  support  him- 
gelf  and  his  family  on  this  liumble  income,  IJll  promotion 
ahould  reach  him,  he  removed  to  a  small  house  in  Dum- 
Mes,  about  the  end  of  the  year  1791. 

His  great  celebrity  made  him  an  object  of  interest  and 
curiosity  to  strangers,  and  few  persons  passed  through 
Dumfries  without  an  attempt  to  see  him,  and  to  enjoy 
the  pleasure  of  his  conversation.  As  he  could  not  rceeiva 
them  conveniently  at  home,  these  interviews  passed  at  tho 
inns  of  the  to«-n,  and  often  terminated  in  convivial  ei- 
cesses.  Among  the  inhabitants,  also,  there  were  never 
■wanting  persons  to  lead  or  accompany  him  to  the  tavern  j 
to  applaud  tho  sallies  of  his  wit ;  and  to  witness  at  once 
the  sti-ength  and  tho  degradation  of  his  genius. 

In  the  four  years  that  he  lived  in  Dumfries,  he  produced 
many  of  hia  beautiful  lyrics ;  and  cheerfully  consented  to 
^ve  his  aid  to  a  collection  of  ordinal  Scottish  aira  and 
verses,  projected  by  George  Thomson,  of  Edinburgh,  Du- 
ring this  time,  he  made  several  excursions  into  the  neigh- 
boring coimtrj-.  In  one  of  these  ho  passed  through  Glen- 
denwynes,  a  beautiful  situation  on  the  banks  of  the  Dec, 
in  company  with  Mr.  Syroe,  and  reached  Kenmore,  wher« 
they  remained  three  days  at  the  seat  of  Mr.  Gordon.  On 
leaving  Kenmore  for  Gatehouse,  they  toot  the  moor-roadj 
wh^re  every  thing  presented  a  wild  and  desolate  aspoot 
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The  sky  appeared  to  aympaOiise  with  the  dreariness  of  tha 
loiL  It  became  lowering  and  dark.  Gleams  of  sheeted 
lightning  were  followed  by  the  awful  rolling  of  thunder. 
Bums  spoke  not  a.  word,  but  seemed  wrapped  in  medita- 
tion. In  a  little  while  the  rain  began  to  fall  -.  and,  for  three 
hours,  it  poured  in  torrents  on  the  waste.  In  the  midst 
of  this  storm,  though  drenehcd  as  it  were  tj  the  embattled 
elements,  he  lemoined  absorbed  in  thought,  wholly  inat- 
tenfiTB  to  the  descending  floods.  Ho  was  equally  regard- 
loss  of  every  thing  around  him  during  his  ride  home  fi^m 
St.  Mary's  isle ;  and  his  companion  did  not  venture  to  dis- 
turb him.  Nest  day  ho  produced  the  celebrated  martial 
hymn,  entitled  Robert  Bruce's  Address  to  his  Army,  a 
hymn  unparalleled  in  the  annals  of  modem  poetry,  and 
equal  to  the  happiest  elTorla  of  the  greatest  geniuses  of 
antiquity. 

Bums  had  entertained  hopes  of  promotion  in  the  esoise; 
but  circumatances  occurred  which  prevented  their  fulSl- 
menL  The  events  of  the  French  revolution,  which  inter- 
ested the  feelings  of  every  thinking  mind,  were  com- 
mented on  by  Burns  in  a  manner  very  different  from  what 
might  have  been  enpected  from  an  officer  under  govern- 
ment. Information  of  his  sentiments  were  given  to  tha 
board  of  excise ;  an  inquiry  was  institnted  into  his  con- 
duct; and,  after  being  reprimanded,  he  was  Buffered  to 

This  circumstance  mado  a  deep  impression  on  his  mind. 
Fame  exaggerated  his  misfortune,  and  represented  him  as 
actually  dismissed  from  his  oihce ;  and  this  report  induced 
gentlemen  of  much  respectability  to  propose  a  subscription 
in  his  favor.  But  he  refused  the  offer  with  great  elevation 
of  sentiment,  and  nobly  defended  himself  against  the  im- 
putation of  having  made  submission,  for  tho  sake  of  hil 
office,  unworthy  of  his  character. 

"The  partiality  of  my  conntrymcn,"  he  observes,  "has 
brought  me  forward  aa  a  man  of  genius,  and  has  given  mo 
It  character  to  sxipport.    In  the  poet  I  have  avowed  manlj 
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ind  independent  scntunents,  which  I  hope  have  been 
found  in  the  man.  Beaaons  of  no  less  weight  than  tha 
Bapport  of  t.  wife  and  children,  have  pointed  mj-  present 
occupation  as  the  only  eli^ble  tine  of  life  within  my  reach. 
Still  my  honest  fame  is  my  dearest  concern,  an&  a  thou- 
sand times  have  I  trembled  at  the  idea  of  the  degrading 
epithets  that  malice  or  misrepreHentation  may  affix  b>  my 
name.  Often,  in  blasting  anticipation,  have  I  listened  lo 
some  future  hackney  scribbler,  with  the  heavy  malice  of 
BBTago  stupidity,  exultingly  asserting,  that  Bums,  notwith- 
standing the  fanfaronade  of  independence  lo  be  found  ia 
his  works,  and  after  being  held  ap  to  public  view,  and  t« 
public  estimation,  as  a  man  of  some  genius,  yet,  quite  des- 
titute of  resources  within  himself  to  support  his  borrowed 
dignity,  dwindled  into  a  paltry  esciseman,  and  slunk  out 
the  rest  of  his  insignificant  esiBtence  in  the  meanest  of 
pursuits,  and  among  the  lowest  of  mankind. 

"In  your  illustrious  hands,  sir,  permit  me  W  lodge  my 
strong  disavowal  and  defiance  of  such  slanderous  £a" 

BUKNS  WAS  *  rOOK.  HIN  PUOM  IHS  BIE.TK,  A. 

r— I  WILL  SAT  it!  — 


It  was  one  of  the  last  acts  of  hia  life  to  copy  this  heart- 
tending  letter  into  a  book  which  be  kept  for  the  purposs 
of  recording  such  circumstances  aa  he  thought  worthy  ot 
preservation.  TTpwards  of  a  year  before  his  death,  there 
V9M  an  evident  decline  in  his  personal  appearance ;  and 
though  his  appetite  continued  unimpaired,  he  was  himself 
Benaible  that  his  constitution  was  sinking.  From  October, 
1795,  to  the  January  following,  an  accidental  complaint 
confined  Tiim  to  the  house.  A  few  days  after  he  began  to 
go  abroad,  he  dined  at  a  tavern,  and  returned  home  about 
three  o'clock  in  a  very  cold  morning,  benumbed  and  intox- 
icated. This  was  followed  by  an  atfack  of  rheumatism, 
Which  confined  him  about  a  week.    His  appetit«  began  to 
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Ian,  his  hnnd  sliooli,  and  hi9  Toice  faltered  on  uty  excrtlo* 
or  emotion ;  his  pulse  became  n-enker  and  more  rapid,  and 
pain  in  the  larger  joints,  and  in  the  handa  and  ieet,  de- 
prived him  <rf  sleep.  In  the  month  of  June,  1796,  he  re- 
moved tio  Brow,  in  Annandale,  about  ten.  milea  from  Dum- 
fties,  to  try  tho  effects  of  sea-bathing.  Here  he  was  invited 
to  dinner  by  a  lady  in  the  neighborhood  ;  and,  as  he  ■vtat 
unable  to  walk,  she  sent  her  carriage  for  him  to  the  cottage 
where  he  lodged.  As  he  entered  her  apartment,  the  stamp 
of  death  seemed  imprinted  on  his  features.  He  appeared 
already  touching  the  brink  of  gtemity.  His  first  saluta- 
tion was,  "  Wei],  madam,  have  jou  any  commands  for  the 
other  world }  "  Ho  ate  little,  and  complained  of  having 
entirely  lost  the  tone  of  his  stomach.  He  spoke  of  his 
death  without  any  of  the  ostentation  of  philosophy,  bM 
with  firmitess  and  feeling,  as  an  event  likely  to  happen 
very  soon.  His  anxiety  for  his  &mily  hung  heavy  upon 
him ;  and  when  he  alluded  to  their  approaching  desolation, 
Ms  heart  was  touched  with  pure  and  unmingled  sorrow. 

At  first  he  imagined  that  bathing  in  tho  sea  had  been 
of  benefit  to  him ;  the  p^ns  in  his  Umbs  were  relieved ; 
but  this  was  immediately  followed  by  a  new  attack  of 
ffever.  When  brought  back  to  his  own  house  in  Dumfries, 
on  the  !81h  of  July,  he  was  no  longer  able  to  stand  up- 
i^ht.  A  tremor  pervaded  his  frame ;  his  tongue  was 
parched,  and  his  mind  fell  into  a  delirium,  when  not 
roused  by  conversation.  On  the  second  and  third  day 
the  fever  increased,  and  his  strength  diminished.  On  the 
fourth,  the  sufferings  of  this  great,  but  ill-iated,  genius 
were  terminated ;  and  a  life  was  closed,  which  had  been 
embittered  by  suffering,  and  insulted  by  unmerited  cal- 

When  his  death  was  tnown,  it  excited  a  deep  and 
mournful  sensation.  It  was  felt  as  a  loss  which  no  earthly 
Ijower  could  replace ;  as  the  estinction  of  a  prodigy  whose 
sppearanee  was  rare  and  uncertiun.  He  was  lamented, 
not  merely  like  a  common  individual,  by  friends  and  r^^tf 
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bors,  but  by  a  whole  coimtzr,  whose  pleasures  he  had  sn 
exclusive  capacity  to  augment. 

He  left  a  widow  and  four  sons.  The  ceremonial  of  hit 
mtennent  woa  accompBnied  with  military  honors,  not  only 
by  the  corps  of  DumtHes  volunteers,  of  which  he  whs  a 
mei^ber,  but  by  the  Fenoible  infantrr  nnd  a  regiment  of 
Cinque  Port  cavalry  then  q  rt  d  in  Dmn  n  On  tha 
same   day,    by   a   coinci<  RU  ar       to     hing    Mrs. 

Bums  was  delivered  of  a  nh    did  n  urvive 

his  father. 

Bums  was  nearly  five  h      m  h   gh    and  of 

a  form  that   indicated  a      tv  a,  w  11  as         nfi  His 

well-iaised  forehead,  sha  ed  h  b  ick  u  ling  hair  es- 
pressect  uncommon  capac  His      es  w  g     dark, 

fill]  of  ardor,  and  animat   n     His  aa  w  11     rmcd, 

eud  his  countenance  striking  y  in         ing 

Of  liis  gcncrrd  behavior,  every  one  spoke  in  the  highest 
terms.  It  naually  hespoke  a  mind  conscious  of  superior 
talents,  not  however  unmixed  with  the  affections  which 
beget  familiarity  and  affability.  His  conversation  was 
extremely  fascinating ;  rich  in  wit,  humor,  whim,  and 
occasionally  in  serious  and  apposite  rejection.  No  man 
had  a  quicker  apprehension  of  right  and  wrong,  or  a 
stronger  sense  of  what  was  ridiculous  and  mean.  Neither 
chicanery  nor  sordidness  over  appeared  in  his  conduct 
Even  in  the  midst  of  distress,  while  his  feeling  heart  sunk 
under  the  secret  consciousness  of  indigence,  and  the  appre- 
hensions of  absolute  want,  he  bore  himself  loftily  to  the 
world.  He  died  in  the  utmost  penury,  but  not  in  debt ; 
and  left  behind  him  a  name  which  will  be  remembered  as 
long  as  departed  worth  and  goodness  are  esteemed  among 

After  contemplating  the  melancholy  story  of  his  life,  it 
U  impossible  not  to  heave  a,  sigh  at  the  asperity  of  his 
fortune,  while  we  reprobate  the  conduct  of  those  who  drew 
nim  &om  the  simplicity  of  humble  life,  and  left  him  a  pre} 
to  ansietv  and  want,  to  sorrow  and  deajair. 
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M  IIPG  or  ROBEKT  BOKNI. 

Of  hia  poema,  -wtich  have  bcpn  so  often  printed  and  h 
eagerly  read,  it  U  unnecessary  to  enter  into  a  critieal  ex- 
amination.  All  cesders  of  taste  and  aenBibUitj'  assign  Mm 
the  first  place  among  the  poets  of  his  country ;  and  ac- 
knowledge the  presence  of  that  "  light  from  heaven  "  whiot 
•ouiectaUi  and  eternizes  every  monument  of  geniui. 
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PREFACE 

TO   THE   FIRST   EDITION. 


The  following  trifles  are  not  the  productioii  of  the  p<*l 
who,  with  all  the  advantages  of  learned  art,  and  perhaps 
tacid  the  elegances  and  idleness  of  upper  life,  looks  down 
Cai  a  rural  theme,  with  an  eye  to  Theocritus  or  VirgiL 
To  the  author  of  this,  these  and  other  celebrated  names, 
their  eountrymen,  are,  at  least  in  their  original  language, 
a  fountain  shut  up,  and  a  book  sealed.  Unacquainted  with 
the  necessary  requisites  for  commencing  poetry  by  rule, 
he  sings  the  sentiments  and  maimers  he  felt  and  saw  in 
himself  and  his  rustic  compeers  around  him,  in  hia  and 
their  native  langnage.  Though  a  rhymer  &om  his  earliest 
years,  at  least  from  the  earliest  impulses  of  the  softer  pas- 
sions, it  was  not  till  very  lately  that  the  applause,  perhaps 
the  partiality  of  friendship,  wakened  his  vanity  so  far  as 
to  make  him  fliink  any  thing  of  his  worth  showing ;  and 
none  of  the  foUowing  works  were  composed  with  a  view 
to  the  press.  To  amuse  himself  with  the  little  creations 
of  his  own  fancy,  amid  the  tcil  and  fatigues  of  a  laborious 
life ;  to  transcribe  the  various  feelings,  the  loves,  the  gricis, 
Ihe  hopes,  the  foais,  in  his  own  breast ;  to  find  some  kinl 
of  counterpoise  to  the  struggles  of  a  world,  always  an  alien 
scene,  a  task  uncouth  to  the  poetieal  mind,  —  these  were 
his  motives  for  courting  the  musos,  and  in  these  he  founj 
Poetiy  to  be  its  own  reward. 

Now  that  he  appears  In  tJie  public  character  of  an  an 
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thiir  he  does  it  "with  fear  and  trembling."  So  dear  b 
Ewne  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  that  even  he,  Bn  obscure,  name- 
leas  bard,  shrinks  aghast  at  the  thought  of  b«ng  bcaud- 
ed  as  an  impertinent  blockhead,  obtruding  hia  nonsenss 
on  the  world  ;  and,  because  he  can  make  a  shift  to  jingle 
B  few  do^crel  Scotch  rhymes  together,  looking  upon  him- 
<elf  as  a  poet  of  no  small  consequence,  forsooth. 

It  is  an  observation  of  that  celebrated  poet,  Shenstone, 
whose  divine  elegies  do  honor  to  our  language,  out  nation, 
and  our  species,  that  "  Humility  has  depressed  many  a 
genius  to  a  hermit,  but  never  raised  one  to  lime !  "  If 
any  critic  catches  at  the  word  genius,  the  author  tells  hiT", 
once  for  all,  that  ho  certainly  looks  upon  himself  as  pos- 
sessed of  some  poetic  abilities,  otherwise  his  publishing  in 
the  manner  he  has  done,  would  be  a  mamEuyre  below  the 
worst  character  which,  he  hopes,  his  worst  enemy  will 
ever  give  him.  But  to  the  genius  of  a  Eamsay,  or  the 
glorious  damiings  of  the  poor,  unfortunate  Ferguson,  he, 
with  equal  unaffected  sincerity,  declares,  that,  even  in  his 
highest  pulse  of  vanity,  he  has  not  the  most  distant  pre- 
tensions. These  two  justly-admired  Scotch  poets  he  has 
often  had  in  his  eye  in  the  following  pieces ;  but  rather 
with  a  view  to  kindle  at  their  flame,  than  for  servile  imi- 

To  his  subscribers,  the  author  returns  his  most  sincere 
(hanks,  —  not  the  mercenary  bow  over  a  counter,  but  the 
heart- throbbing  gratitude  of  the  baid,  conscious  how  much 
ho  owes  to  benevolence  and  Wendship,  for  gratifying  him, 
if  he  deserves  it,  in  that  dearest  wish  of  every  poetic  bos- 
om—to be  iJistinguished.  He  begs  his  readers,  particu- 
larly the  learned  and  the  polite,  who  may  honor  >ii"i  with 
a  perusal,  that  tliey  "utII  make  every  allowance  for  educa- 
tion and  circumstances  of  life  ;  but,  i£  after  a  fair,  candid, 
and  impartial  criticism,  he  shall  stand  convicted  of  dull- 
ness and  nonsense,  let  him  be  done  by  as  he  would  in  that 
case  do  by  others ;  —  let  him  be  condemned,  without  mercy 
to  contempt  and  obliviott. 


Ho.led  by  Google 


DBDICATION 

TO   THE   SECOND   EDITION. 


Mg  Lords  and  Genllemen:  — 

A  Scottish  bord,  proud  of  Ihe  name,  and  whoae  highest 
ambition  is  to  sing  in  his  country'H  seivice  —  where  shall 
he  so  properly  look  foe  patronage,  as  to  ihe  illustrious 
names  of  Ms  native  land ;  those  who  bear  the  honors  and 
inherit  the  virtues  of  their  ancestors !  The  poetic  genius 
of  my  country  found  me,  as  the  prophetic  bard,  Elijah,  did 
Elista— at  the  plough;  and  threw  her  inspiring  mantle 
over  me.  She  bade  mo  sing  the  lovea,  the  joys,  tho  rural 
scenes,  and  rural  pleasures,  of  my  native  soil,  in  my  nativa 
tongue ;  I  tuned  my  wild,  artless  notes,  as  ahe  inspired. 
She  whispered  me  to  come  to  this  ancient  metropolis  of 
Caledotiia,  and  lay  my  songs  under  your  honored  protec- 

Though  much  indebted  to  your  goodness,  I  do  not  ap- 
proach you,  ray  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  in  the  usual  stylo 
of  dedication,  to  thank  you  for  past  favors.  That  path  is 
so  hackneyed  by  prostituted  learning,  that  honest  rusticity 
ia  ashamed  of  it.  Nor  do  1  present  this  address  with  the 
venal  soul  of  a  servile  author,  looking  for  a  continuation 
of  those  favors :  I  was  hrcd  to  the  plough,  and  am  inde- 
pendent T  come  to  claim  the  common  Scottish  name  with 
you,  my  illustriotis  countrymen ;  and  to  tell  the  world  thai 
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I  glory  In  the  title.  I  come  to  congratulate  my  counfrj 
that  the  blood  of  her  ancient  heroes  sffll  nma  uncontami- 
naCed ;  and  that  from  your  courage,  knowledge,  and  pub- 
lie  spirit,  she  may  eipect  protection,  wealth,  and  liberty. 
In  the  last  place,  I  come  to  proffer  my  warmest  wishes  to 
the  great  Fountain  of  honor,  the  Monarch  of  the  Universe, 
for  your  welfaco  and  happiness.  When  you  go  forth  to 
waken  the  echoes,  in  the  ancient  and  favorite  amusement 
of  j-our  forefathers,  may  Pleasure  ever  be  of  your  party, 
and  may  social  Joy  await  your  return  I  "When  harassed 
in  courts  or  camps  with  the  jostlings  of  bad  men  and  bad 
measures,  may  the  honest  consciousness  of  injured  worth 
attend  your  return  to  your  native  seats ;  and  may  domestic 
Happiness,  with  a  smiling  welcome,  meet  you  at  youf 
gates  1  May  comiption  shrink  at  your  kindling,  indignant 
ghmce ;  and  may  tjTanny  in  the  ruler,  and  lioentaouaneBK 
in  the  people,  equally  find  you  an  inexorable  foe  ! 
I  have  the  honor  to  be. 
With  the  sinccrest  gratitude. 
And  highest  respect, 
My  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 

Your  most  devoted,  humble  servant, 

KOBERT  BURNS. 
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BURNS'S  POEMS. 
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POEMS, 

CHIEFLY    SCOTTISH. 

BOOK  I. 
UOKAI4  RELIGIOUS,  AND  PRECEPTIVB. 

THE  TWA  DOGS. 

TwAB  in  that  place  o'  Scotland's  iaie, 
Thot  hears  the  nnrne  o'  Auld  King  Coil, 
Upon  a  honny  day  in  June, 
When  wearing'  thro'  the  aflernoon, 
Twa  dogB  that  were  na  thrang'  at  haine, 
Forgather'd  ance  upon  a  time. 

The  first  I'll  name,  they  ca'd  him  Ceau, 
Was  keepit  for  his  Honor's  pleasure ; 
His  hair,  his  size,  his  mouth,  his  lugs, 
Show'd  he  was  nane  0'  Scotland's  ioga; 
But  whalpit  some  place  far  abroad. 
Where  sailors  gang  to  fish  fijr  cod. 

His  locked,  Ictter'd  braw  brass  collar, 
Slv)w'd  him  the  gentlemaa  and  scholar  ( 
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But  tho"  he  was  o'  high  degree, 
The  fient  a  pride  nae  pride  had  he ; 
But  wad  hae  epent  an  hour  caresain', 
Ev'n  wi'  a  tinker-gipaey'a  raesain: 
At  kirk  or  market,  mill  or  amiddie, 
Nae  tauted  tyke,  tho'  e'er  sae  duddie. 
But  he  wad  stan't,  as  glad  to  see  him, 
And  Btroan'l  on  atanes  an'  hillocks  wi'  hiir> 

The  tilher  was  a  ploughman's  collie, 
A  rhyming,  ranting,  raving  billie, 
Wha  for  his  friend  an'  comrade  had  hint, 
And  in  his  freaks  Jiad  Luath  ca'd  him, 
After  some  dog  in  Highland  aang," 
Was  made  iang  syne — Lord  knows  how  lang 

He  was  a  gaah  an'  faithful  tyko. 
As  evor  lap  a  sheugh  or  dyke, 
His  honest,  Bonsie,  baws'nt  face. 
Ay  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place. 
His  hreast  was  nhite,  his  touzte  back 
Weel  clad  wi'  coat  o'  glossy  black; 
His  gawcie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl. 
Hung  o'er  his  hurdiea  wi'  a  swirl. 

Nae  doubt  but  tliey  were  fain  o'  ither. 
All'  unco  pack  an'  thick  thegither ; 
Wi   social  nose  whyles  snuff'd  and  snowkit, 
Whyles  mice  and  innudieworts  they  howkit, 
Whylea  scour'd  awa  in  Iang  eiwursion, 
An'  worry'd  ither  in  diversion ; 
Until  wi'  dafBn  weary  grown. 
Upon  a  knows  they  sat  them  down, 
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And  there  began  a  Jang  digresaion 
Ab:iut  the  liorda  tf  the  Creation. 


IVe  aflen  wondered,  honest  Luath, 
What  sort  o*  life  poor  dogs  like  you  hare ; 
An'  when  the  gentry's  Jife  I  Haw, 
What  way  poor  bodies  liv'd  ava'. 

Oar  Laird  gets  in  hia  racked  leatt, 
His  coals,  his  knin,  and  a'  his  stenta : 
He  rises  when  he  likes  himsel' ; 
Ifis  flunkies  ansner  nt  the  bell ; 
He  ca's  hia  coach,  he  ca's  his  hone ; 
He  draws  a  bonie  silken  purse 
As  lang's  my  tail,  where,  thro'  the  steeka, 
The  yellow-lettet'd  Geordie  keeka. 

Frae  morn  to  e'en  it's  nought  but  toiling. 
At  baking,  roasting,  frying,  boiling ; 
An'  tlio'  the  gentry  first  are  alechin, 
Yet  e'en  the  ha'  folk  fill  their  pechin 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  and  sic  like  traahtrie, 
That's  little  short  o'  doxmright  wastrie. 
Our  Whipper-ui,  wee  blastit  wonner. 
Poor  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner, 
Better  than  ony  tenant  man 
Hia  Honor  has  in  a'  the  Ian'; 
An'  what  poor  cot-folk  pit  their  painch  in, 
1  own  its  past  my  comprehension. 


Trowth,  Cffisar,  whylea  they're  fasht  enousA 
A  cotter  howkin  in  a  sheugn, 
Wi'  dirty  stance  begin  a  dyke, 
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Boring  a  quarry,  and  aic  like. 

Himsel,  a  wife,  he  thus  Bustains, 

A  smjlrie  o'  wee  diiddie  weans, 

An'  nought  but  his  haud  darg,  to  linep 

Them  rigbt  and  tight  in  thitck  an'  rape. 

As  when  Ihey  meet  with  sair  diaaatere, 
Like  loss  o'  heuith,  or  want  o'  niaatera. 
Ye  maist  wad  think,  a  wee  touch  knger, 
An'  they  maun  starve  o'  cauld  an'  hungei 
But,  how  it  cornea,  I  never  kenn'd  yet. 
They're  maiatly  wonderfu'  contented ; 
An'  boirdly  chiels,  and  clever  hizzies. 
Are  bred  in  bic  a  way  as  thia  \a. 


But  then  to  see  how  ye're  negleckit^ 
How  huff'd,  and  ouff'd,  and  disrespeckil 
L— d,  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  delvere,  ditchers,  an'  aic  cattle  j 
They  gang  aa  saucy  by  poor  folk, 
A  I  wad  by  a  stinking  brock. 

I've  noticed,  on  our  Laird'a  court-day. 
An'  mony  a  time  my  heart's  been  wae. 
Poor  tenant  bodies,  scant  o'  cash. 
How  they  maun  thole  a  factor's  snash: 
He'll  stamp  and  threaten,  curse  and  swear, 
He'll  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear ; 
While  they  maun  stan',  wi'  aspect  liumble, 
An'  hear  it  a,',  an'  fear,  an'  tremble ! 

I  see  how  folks  live  that  lae  rich^ ; 
But  surely  poor  folk  maun  be  wretchea ! 
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They're  nae  sae  wretched's  ane  wad  think, 
Tho'  constantly  on  poortith'a  brink : 
They're  sae  acoustoiii'd  wi'  the  aight. 
The  view  o't  giea  them  little  fright 

Then  chance  ajid  fortune  are  aae  guided, 
They're  ay  in  less  or  mair  provided ; 
An',  tho'  fatigu'd  with  close  employment, 
A  blink  o'  rest's  a  sweet  enjoymenL 

The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives, 
Their  grushie  weana  an'  faithfu'  wives ; 
The  prattling  things  are  just  their  pride. 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fire-side. 

An'  whyles  twalpennie  worth  o'  nappy 
Can  make  the  bodies  unco  happy; 
They  lay  aside  their  private  cares, 
To  mind  the  kirk  and  stale  affairs ; 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  and  priests, 
Wi'  kindling  fury  in  their  breasts. 
Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  comin'. 
An'  ferlie  at  tlie  folk  in  Lon'on. 

As  bleak-faced  Hallowmas  returas. 
They  get  the  jovial,  ranting  kirns. 
When  niral  life,  o'  every  station, 
Unite  in  common  recreation: 
Love  blinks.  Wit  slaps,  and  social  MirUl 
Forgets  there's  Car«  upo'  the  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bai  the  dooi  on  frosty  winds : 
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The  nappy  renka,  wi'  mantling  ream, 
An'  aheda  a  heart-inspiring  steam; 
The  luiitin  pipe,  an'  sneeshin  mill. 
Are  handed  round  »i'  right  gude  willj 
The  cantic  auld  folks  crackin  crouae, 
The  young  tnea  ranting  thro'  the  house 
My  heart  has  been  Bae  fain  U)  see  their 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barkit  wi'  them. 

Still  it's  onre  true  that  yo  hae  said, 
Sic  game  ia  now  owre  aften  played. 
There's  monie  a  creditable  stock 
O'  decent,  honest  fawsont  folk, 
Are  riven  out,  baith  root  and  branch, 
Some  rascal's  pridfu'  greed  to  quencli 
Wha  thinks  to  knit  himsel  the  fsstei 
In  favor  wi'  some  gentle  Master, 
Whtt,  aiblins,  thrang  a-parliamentin. 
For  Britain's  guid  his  saul  indentin 


Haith,  lad,  ye  little  ken  about  it. 
For  Britain's  guid!   guid  faith  1   I  doubt  it| 
Say,  rather,  gaun  as  Premiers  lead  him, 
An'  saying  aye  or  no  'a  they  bid  bim : 
At  operas  an'  plays  parading ; 
Mortgaging,  gambling,  masquerading; 
Or,  may  be,  in  a  frolic  datl, 
To  Hague  or  Calais  takes  a  waft; 
To  make  a  tour,  an'  tak  a  whirl, 
To  learn  ton  ion  an'  see  the  wot!'. 

There,  at  Vienna  or  Versailles, 
lie  rives  his  father's  auld  entraili; 
Or  by  Madrid  he  takes  the  rout 
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To  thrum  guitars,  and  fecht  wi'  nowt ; 
Or  down  Italiao  vista  startles, 
Wh-»e-hunting  amonf  groves  o'  myrtle* 
Then  bouses  dronibly  German  water 
To  mak  himsel  look  faj  and  fattor. 
An'  clear  the  consequential  sorrows, 
Love-gil\s  of  Carnival  signoras. 
For  Britain's  guid  !   for  her  destruction ! 
Wi'  dissipation,  feud,  an'  faction. 


Hech  man !   dear  sirs !   is  that  the  gate 
They  waste  sae  mony  a  braw  estate  ? 
Are  we  sae  foughten  an'  harasa'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  last  ? 

O,  would  they  stay  aback  frae  courts. 
An'  please  themselves  wi'  countra  sporia, 
It  wad  for  every  ane  be  better, 
The  liaird,  the  Tenant,  an'  the  Cotter! 
For  thae  frank,  rantin,  ramblin  billies, 
Fient  haet  o'  them's  ill-hearted  fellows! 
Except  for  break  in  o'  their  timmer, 
Or  Bpeakin  lightly  o'  theii  limmer, 
Or  shootin  o'  a  hare  or  moor-cock, 
The  neer  a  bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folL 

But  will  you  tell  me,  Master  Ctesar, 
Sure  great  folk's  life's  a  life  o'  pleasure? 
Nae  cauld  or  hunger  e'er  can  steer  them. 
The  vera  thought  o't  need  na  fear  them. 


L — d,  man,  were  ye  but  -whyles  whare  I  lun, 
The  gentles  ye  wad  ne'er  envy  'em. 
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It's  Irae,  they  need  nae  starve  ar  awett, 
Thro'  winter's  cauld  or  simmer'a  heat ; 
They've  nae  sair  work  to  craze  their  baoM, 
An'  fill  auld  age  wi'  gripa  an'  granes : 
But  human  bodies  are  eio  fools, 
For  a'  tlieir  colleges  and  schools. 
That  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  thera, 
They  make  enow  themsels  to  vex  themj 
An*  ay  the  less  they  hae  to  sturt  them, 
In  like  proportion  leas  will  hurt  them. 
A  country-fellow  at  the  pleugh. 
His  acres  till'n,  he's  right  cneugh ; 
A  country  girl  at  her  wheel, 
Her  diiien's  done,  she's  unco  weel : 
But  Gentlemen,  and  Ladies  warst, 
Wi'  ev'n  down  want  o'  wark  are  curst. 
They  loiter,  lounging,  lank,  and  iazy; 
Tho'  dei!  haet  ails  them,  yet  uneasy; 
Their  days  insipid,  dull,  an'  tasteless ; 
Their  nights  unquiet,  lang,  and  restless; 
An'  e'en  their  sports,  their  balls,  an'  race*, 
Their  galloping  thro'  public  places. 
There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp,  an'  art, 
The  joy  can  scarcely  r-sach  the  heart 
The  men  cast  out  in  party  matches, 
Then  Eowtlier  a'  in  deep  debauches ; 
Ae  night  they're  mad  wi'  drink  an'  wh-ring 
Niest  day  their  life  is  past  enduring. 
The  ladies,  arm-in-arm  in  clusters. 
As  great  and  gracious  a'  as  sisters; 
But  hear  tlieir  absent  tlioughta  o'  ither. 
They're  a'  run  deila  an'  jades  thegithert 
Whyles  o'er  the  wee  bit  eup  an'  platie, 
They  sip  the  scandal  potion  pretty; 
Or  lee-lang  nights,  wi'  crabbit  leuks. 
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Pore  owre  the  devil's  piclur'd  beuks, 
Stake  on  a  chance  a  farnier'a  atackyard. 
An'  cheut  like  ony  unliang'd  blackguard. 

There's  some  exception,  man  an'  woman , 
But  this  ia  gentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this,  tlie  sun  was  out  o'  sight, 
An'  darker  gloaming  brought  the  nigliL 
The  bum-clock  humm'd  wi'  lazy  drone ; 
The  kye  stood  routin  i'  the  loan ; 
When  up  they  gat,  and  shook  their  lugs, 
Rejoiced  they  were  nae  Tnen,  but  doga; 
An'  each  took  aff  his  several  way. 
Resolved  to  meet  some  ither  day. 


THE  BRIGS  OP  AYR 


Inscribed  lo  J.  B**'"""'*,  Esq.,  Ayr. 

The  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  plough, 

Learning  his  tuneful  trade  from  every  bough ; 

The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrush. 

Hailing  the  setting  sun,  sweet,  in  the  green  thorn  buih 

The  soaring  lark,  the  perching  red-breast  shrill, 

Or  deep-ton'd  plovers,  gray,  wild-whistling  o'er  the  iniU 

Shall  he,  nurst  in  the  peajsant's  lowly  shed, 

To  hardy  independence  bravely  bred, 

By  early  poverty  to  hardship  Bteel'd, 

And  tiain'd  to  arms  in  stem  Misfortune's  field ; 
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Shah  .le  be  ^ilty  of  their  hireling  criraw, 
The  servile,  mercenary  Swiss  of  rhymes  ? 
Or  labor  hard  the  panegyric  close, 
With  nil  the  venal  soul  of  dedicating  prose  ? 
No!  though  his  artless  strains  he  rudely  singB. 
And  thrown  his  hand  uncouthly  o'er  the  strings, 
Ke  glows  with  all  the  spirit  of  the  Bard, 
Fame,  honest  fame,  hia  great,  hia  dear  reward ! 
Still,  if  some  patron's  gen'rous  care  he  trace, 
Bkill'd  in  the  secret  to  bestow  with  grace ; 
When  B""******  befrienda  his  humble  name. 
And  hands  the  rustic  stranger  up  to  faane. 
With  heart-felt  throes  his  grateful  bosom  swells, 
The  godlike  bliss,  to  give,  alone  excels. 


Twas  when  the  stacks  get  on  tlicir  winter-hap 
And  thacli  and  rape  secure  the  toil-worn  crap; 
Potato-bings  are  snugged  up  frae  skaith 
Of  coming  Winter's  biting,  frosty  breath ; 
The  bees,  rejoicing  o'er  their  summer  tolls, 
Unnumber'd  buds  an'  flowers'  delicious  spoils, 
Seal'd  up,  with  frugal  care,  in  massive  waxen  pile^ 
Are  doom'd  by  man,  that  tyrant  o'er  the  weak, 
The  death  o'  devils  smoor'd  wi'  brimstone  reek  ; 
The  thundering  guns  are  heard  on  ev'ry  side. 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatter  wide ; 
The  feather'd  field-mates,  bound  by  nature's  tie, 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  ia  one  carnage  lie : 
(what  warm,  poetic  heart,  but  inly  bleeds. 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  deeds  !) 
Nae  mair  the  flow'r  in  field  or  meadow  springs ; 
Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings, 
Except,  perhaps,  the  robin's  whistling  glee. 
Proud  o'  the  height  o'  some  bit  half-land  tree 
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The  hoary  mornB  precede  the  sunny  days, 

MM,  calm,  aetene,  wide  spreads  'the  noon-tido  blaze, 

While  thick  the  gossamour  waves  wanton  in  tho  ray* 

Twas  in  that  Beason,  nhen  It  simple  bard, 

Unlmown  and  poor — simplicity's  reward; 

Ae  nig-nl,  within  the  ancient  burgh  of  Ayr, 

By  whim  inspir'd,  or  haply  press'd  wi'  care; 

He  left  his  bed,  and  tooli  hia  wayward  route. 

And  down  by  Simpson's*  wheel'd  the  left  about: 

(Whetlier  impell'd  by  nil-directing  Fate, 

To  witness  what  I  after  shall  narrate ; 

Or  whetlier,  lapt  in  meditation  high. 

He  wandered  out,  he  knew  not  where  not  why  ;) 

The  drowsy  Dungeon-clockf  had  number'd  two. 

And  Wallace  Tow'rf  had  sworn  the  fact  was  ^rae : 

The  tide-swoln  Firth,  with  sullen-sounding  roar. 

Through  tlje  still  night  dash'd  hoarse  along  the  shore 

All  else  was  hush'd  as  nature's  closed  e'e; 

The  silent  moon  shone  high  o'er  tovv'r  and  tree: 

The  chilly  frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam, 

Crept,  gently-crusting,  o'er  the  glittering  stream — 

When  lo !   on  either  hand  the  list'njng  bard, 
The  clanging  sugh  of  whistling  winds  he  heard  ; 
Two  dusky  forms  dart  thro'  the  midnight  air, 
Swift  as  the  Gost  drives  on  the  wheeling  hare; 
Ane  on  th  Auld  Brig  his  airy  shape  uprears. 
The  ither  flutters  o'er  the  rising  piers 
Out  warlock  rhymer  instantly  descry'd 
The  Sprites  that  owre  the  Brigs  of  Ayr  preside. 
(That  bards  are  second-sighted  is  nae  joke, 
And  ken  the  lingo  o'  the  sp'ritual  folk; 
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Fays,  Spunkies,  Kelpies,  n',  they  can  explain  tlwiBi 

Anil  ev'n  the  vera  deils  they  brawly  Jten  them.) 

Auld  Brig  appeaj^d  of  ancient  Pictish  race. 

The  rera  wrinkles  Gotliic  in  his  face: 

He  seetti'd  as  he  wi'  Time  had  waiBtI'd  lang. 

Yet  teughly  doure,  he  hade  an  rnico  bang. 

New  Brig  was  buskit  in  a  braw  new  coat, 

That  he,  at  Lon'on,  frae  ane  Adams,  got ; 

In 'a  hand  five  taper  staves  aa  smooth's  a  bead, 

Wi'  viris  an'  whirlygiguma  at  the  head. 

The  Goth  was  stalking  round  with  anxious  search, 

Spying  the  time-worn  flaws  in  ev'ry  arch; 

It  chanc'd  his  new-come  neebour  took  his  e'e, 

And  e'en  a,  rex'd  and  angry  heart  liad  he ! 

Wi'  thii'veless  sneer  to  see  his  modish  mien, 

He,  down  the  water,  gives  liini  this  guid  e'en:  — 


1  doubt  na,  frien',  ye'll  think  ye're  nae  sheep-shank 
Ance  ye  were  streekit  o'er  from  bank  to  hank! 
But  gin  ye  be  a  brig  as  auld  as  mc, 
Tho'  feith,  that  day  I  doubt  ye'll  never  see ; 
Therell  be,  if  that  date  come,  I'li  wad  a  boddle. 
Some  fewer  whigmeleociea  in  your  noddle. 


Auld  Vandal,  ye  but  show  your  little  mense, 
Just  much  about  it  wi'  your  scanty  sense; 
Will  your  poor,  narrow  foot-path  of  a  street. 
Where  twa  wheelbarrows  tremble  when  they  meet. 
Your  ruin'd,  formlesa  bulk  o'  slane  an'  lime, 
Compare  wi'  bonie  Brigs  o'  modem  time  ? 
There's  men  o'  taste  would  lake  the  Duckat  atream,* 
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BrRNS  S    FOEBfS. 


Tho'  they  should  cast  the  very  aark  and  swim, 
Ete  they  would  grate  their  feelings  wi'  the  view 
0'  sic  an  ugly,  Gothic  hulk  as  you. 

Conceited  gowk !  pulPd  up  wL'  windy  prida . 
This  mony  a  year  I've  stood  the  flood  an'  tide ; 
An'  Iho'  wi'  crazy  cild  I'm  sair  forfaim, 
ni  be  a  Brig,  when  yc're  a  shapeleBs  cdim ! 
As  yet  ye  little  ken  about  the  matter. 
But  twa-three  winters  will  inform  you  better. 
When  heavy,  dark,  continu'd  a'-day  rains, 
Wi'  deep'ning  deluges  o'erflow  the  plains ; 
When  from  the  hills  where  springs  the  brawling  Coil, 
Or  stately  Lugar's  mossy  fountains  boil. 
Or  where  the  Greenock  winds  his  moorland  coutae. 
Or  haunted  Garpal*  draws  his  feeble  source, 
Arous'd  by  hlust'ring  winds  an'  spotting  thowea, 
[n  many  a  torrent  down  his  sna'broo  rowes, 
While  crashing  ice,  borne  on  Ihe  roaring  speat, 
Sweeps  dama,  an'  mills,  an'  brigs,  a'  to  the  gate; 
And  from  Glenbuck.f  down  to  the  RatLon-key,t 
Auld  Ayr  is  just  one  lengthen'd,  tumbling  sea; 
Then  down  ye'll  hurl  — deil  nor  ye  never  rise! 
And  dash  the  gumlie  jaupa  up  to  the  pouring  akieas 
A  lesson  sadly  teaching,  to  your  cost. 
That  Architecture's  noble  art  is  lost! 


Fine  Architecture!  trowth,  I  needs  must  aay't  o' 
The  L— d  be  thankit  that  we've  tint  the  gate  6't ! 
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M  BHRNS'S   P0EM3. 

Gaunt,  ghastly,  ghaUt-anuring  edifices, 
Hanging  with  threat'ning  jut,  like  precipices , 
O'er-arching,  mouldy,  gloom- inspiring  coves, 
Supporting  roofs  fantastic,  atony  grovea ; 
Windows  and  doors,  in  nameless  sculpture  ^res^ 
With  order,  eymmetry,  or  taste,  unblest; 
Forms  like  some  bedlam-statuary's  dream, 
Tlie  craz'd  creations  of  misguided  whim  j 
Forms  might  be  worshipp'd  on  the  bended  knee. 
And  still  the  second  dread  cammitnd  be  free, — 
Their  likeneas  is  not  found  on  enith,  in  air,  or  sea. 
Mansions  that  would  disgrace  the  building  taste 
Of  any  mason  reptile,  bird,  or  beast ; 
Fit  only  for  a  doited  Monkish  race. 
Or  frosty  m^ds,  forsworn  the  dear  embrace. 
Or  Cuifs  of  latter  times,  wha  held  the  notion 
That  sullen  gloom  was  sterling,  true  devotion ; 
Fancies  that  our  guid  Burgh  denies  protection, 
And  soon  may  they  expire,  unbiess'd  with  resurrectkio 


0  ye,  my  dear-remember'd,  ancient  yealings. 
Were  ye  but  here  to  share  my  wounded  feelings! 
Ve  worthy  Proveses,  an'  mony  a  Bailie, 
Wha  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  did  toil  ay ; 
Ye  dainty  Deacons,  and  ye  douce  Conveenera, 
To  whom  our  moderns  are  but  oausey-cleaneis ; 
Ye  godly  Councils  wha  hoe  bless'd  this  town  ; 
Ye  godly  Brethren  of  tlie  sacred  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gae  your  hurdles  to  the  smiters ; 
And  (what  would  now  be  strange)  ye  godly  writeM 
A'  ye  douce  folk  I've  borne  aboon    he  broo. 
Were  ye  but  here,  what  would  ye  say  or  do  ? 
How  would  your  spirits  groan  in  deet  vexution, 
To  see  each  melancholy  alteration ; 
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And  agonizing,  curse  the  time  and  place 
Whe.i  ye  begat  the  base,  degen'rate  race ! 
Nae  langer  Rev'rend  Men,  their  country's  glory, 
In  plain  braid  Scots  hold  forth  a  plain  braid  story 
Nae  Janger  thrifty  Citizens,  an'  douce. 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  in  the  Council-house ; 
But  Blaumrel,  corky-headed,  graceless  gentry; 
The  berryment  and  rain  of  the  country ; 
Men,  three  parts  made  by  tailors  and  by  barbers, 
Wha  waste  your  wheel-hain'd  gear  on  d — d  new  Brigi 
and  Harbora ! 


Now  haud  you  there !  for  faith  yeVe  said  enough, 
And  muckle  mair  than  ye  can  make  to  through. 
As  for  your  Priesthood,  I  shall  say  but  little, 
Corbies  and  Clergy  are  a  shot  right  kittle  5 
But  under  favor  o'  your  linger  beard. 
Abuse  o'  magistrates  might  weel  be  spar'd  ; 
To  liken  them  to  your  auld  warld  squad, 
I  must  needs  say,  comparisons  are  odd. 
In  Ayr,  wag-wits  nae  mair  can  hae  a  handle 
To  mouth  "a  citizen,"  a  term  o'  scandal: 
Nae  miur  the  Council  waddles  down  the  street, 
tn  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit: 
Men  wha  grew  wise  pciggin  owre  hops  an'  raisins, 
Or  gather'd  lib'ral  views  in  Bonds  and  Seisins. 
If  traply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp, 
Had  shor'd  them  with  a  glimmer  of  his  lamp, 
And  would  to  Common-sense,  for  once  betray'd  them 
Plain,  dull  Stupidity  stept  kindly  in  to  sid  them. 


What  farther  clishmaclaver  might  been  said, 
What  bloody  wars,  if  sprites  had  blood  to  shed. 
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SS  B  cutis  3    POEMS 

No  man  caii  tell     but  all  beforf  their  sight, 

A  fairy  train  appear  d  in  order  bright : 

Adown  tlie  glittering'  atrea.m  they  featJy  danced ; 

Bright  to  the  moon  thPir  variou9  dresses  glanced  ; 

riiey  footed  o'er  the  wat  ry  glass  so  neat, 

Tlie  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet' 

While  arts  of  minstrelsy  among  them  rung. 

And  Boul-ennobling  bards  heroic  ditties  sung. 

O,  had  M'Laugblan,*  Ihau-m-inspiring  sage, 

Been  there  to  hear  this  heavenly  band  engage, 

When   through   his   dear   Strathspeys   they   bora   with 

Highland  rage  ; 
Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia's  melting  airs. 
The  lover's  raptur'd  joys  or  bleeding  cares ; 
How  would  his  Highland  lug  been  nobler  lir'd, 
And  ev'n  his  matchless  hand  with  finer  touch  inspir'd 
No  guess  could  tell  what  instrument  appeoi'd, 
But  all  the  soul  of  Music's  self  was  heard ; 
Hannonious  concert  rung  in  every  part, 
While  simple  melody  pour'd  moving  on  the  heart 

The  Genius  of  the  Stream  in  front  appears, 
A  venerable  chief  advanc'd  in  years ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown'd, 
Hia  manly  leg  with  garter-tangle  bound. 
Next  came  the  loveliest  pair  in  all  the  ring, 
Siveot  female  Beauty  hand  in  hand  with  Spring, 
Then,  crown'd  with  flow'ry  hay,  came  Rural  Joy 
And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-beaming  eye ; 
All-cheering  Plenty,  with  her  flowing  horn. 
Led  yellow  Autumn,  wreith'd  with  nodding  corn ; 
Then  Winter's  time-bleach'd  locks  did  hoary  show 

J  Hospitality  with  cloudless  brow. 
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Nert  follow'd  Courage  with  hia  martial  stride, 

Prom  where  the  Feai  wild-woody  coverts  hide; 

Benevolence,  with  mild,  benignant  air, 

A  female  form,*  oune  from  the  tow'ra  of  Stair; 

Learning  and  Worth  in  equal  measurea  trode 

Prom  simple  Catrine,  their  long-lov'd  abode  j 

Last,  white-rob'd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  hazel  wreato, 

To  rustic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 

The  broken  iron  instruments  of  Death; 

At  sig^t  of  n-hom  our  Sprites  forgat  tlieir  kindling  wrttJL 


THE  VISION. 

The  sun  had  clos'd  the  winter  day, 
The  curlers  quat  their  roaring  play. 
An'  hunger'd  maukin  ta'en  her  way 

To  kail-yarda  green, 
While  faithless  snaws  ilk  step  betray 

Where  ahe  has  been. 

The  thrasher's  weary  flingin'tiee 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tired  me  ; 
And  when  the  day  had  cloa'd  his  o^, 
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Etttna's  I'oEUS. 

Ben  i'  the  spence,  right  penaivdie, 
I  gaed  to  le^. 

■fhere,  lanely,  by  the  ingle-cheek, 
I  eat  and  cy'd  the  spewing  teek, 
TiM  fill'd,  wi'  hoaat-provolting  sincei^ 

The  auld  clay  biggin; 
An'  beard  the  restlesa  rattons  aqueak 

Abmit  the  riggin. 

All  in  this  mottie,  misty  clime, 
I  backvord  imis'd  on  wasted  time, 
How  I  had  Bpenf  my  yoathfu'  prime, 

An'  done  nae-thing, 
Bnt  stringin  blethers  up  in  rhyme. 

For  fools  to  sing. 

Had  1  to  guid  advice  but  harkit, 
I  might,  by  this,  hae  led  a  market. 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank  an'  clarkit 

My  cash  account: 
While  here,  half  mad,  half  fed,  half  sarkit, 

Is  a'  th'  amount 

I  started,  mutt'riog,  blockhead!  coof! 
And  heav'd  on  high  my  waukit  loof, 
To  iwear  by  a'  yon  atarry  roof, 

Or  some  raah  aith. 
That  I  henceforth  would  be  a  thyme-proof 

Till  my  last  breath;  — 

When,  click !  the  string  the  eneck  did  draw 
And,  joe!  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa'; 
An'  by  my  ingle-lowe  I  saw. 

Now  bleezin  bright 
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A  tight,  outiandish  Hizzie,  bnw, 
Coaie  full  in  sight. 

Ye  need  nie  doubt,  I  held  my  whisht  j 
The  infant  aith,  half-form'd,  was  cmsht 
I  glow'rd  as  eerie's  Vd  been  dusht, 

In  Bome  wild  glen; 
When  sweet,  like  modeat  Worth,  she  bluab^ 

And  stepped  beo. 

Green,  slender,  leaf-clad  hoUy-boagha 
Were  twisted,  gracefu',  round  her  broira ; 
I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  muse, 

By  that  same  token ; 
An'  come  (o  stop  thoae  reckless  vowb, 

Wou'd  soon  been  brokeo. 

A  "  hair-brain'd,  sentimental  trace," 
Was  sirongiy  marked  in  her  face; 
A  wildly-witty,  rustic  grace 

Shone  full  upon  her; 
Her  eye,  ev'n  turn'd  on  empty  space, 

Boam'd  keen  wiih  honor. 

Down  How'd  her  robe,  a  Tartan  sheen, 
Till  half  a  leg  waa  scrimply  seen ; 
And  such  a  leg !   my  bonie  lean 

Could  only  peer  it ; 
Sae  Btraught,  sae  taper,  tight  and  clean, 

None  else  came  near  it. 

Her  mantle  large,  of  greenish  hue, 
My  gajing  wonder  chiefly  drew ; 
Deep  lights  and  shades,  bold-mingling,  ihntr 
A  lusire  grand; 
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Here,  rivers  in  Ihe  sea  were  lost; 
There,  mountaina  to  the  shies  were  tottj 
Here,  tumbling  billoira  mark'd  the  coast 

With  surging  foam ; 
There    distant  shone  Art's  lofly  boast, 

The  lordly  dome. 

Here,  Doon  pour'd  (town  his  Tar-fetch'd  floodi 
There,  well-fed  Irvine  stately  thuds ; 
Auld  hermit  Ayr  staw  thro'  his  woods, 

On  to  the  shore ; 
And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scuds. 

With  seeming  roar. 

Low,  in  a  sandy  valley  spread, 

An  ancient  Borough  rear'd  her  head; 

Still,  as  in  Scottish  story  read. 

She  boasts  a  race 
To  ev'ry  nobler  virtue  bred, 

And  polish'd  grttce. 

By  stately  tow'r  or  palace  fair. 

Or  ruins  pendant  in  the  air, 

Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there, 

1  could  discern ; 
Some  secm'd  to  muse,  some  seem'd  to  date. 

With  features  stem. 

My  heart  did  g-lowing  transport  feel, 
To  Bee  a  race*  heroic  wheel. 
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And  brandiah  round  the  deep-dyV  steel 

Id  sturdy  blowa ; 
While  bock-recoiling  seera'd  to  reel 
Their  Southron  foea. 

Hia  Country's  Savior,*  mark  him  well; 
Bold  Richardton's  t  heroic  swell ; 
The  chief  on  Sark  J  who  glorious  feB, 

In  high  command ; 
And  HE  whom  ruthless  Fates  eKpel 

His  native  land. 

There,  where  a  sceptr'd  Pictish  shade  j 
Stalk'd  round  its  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  marh'd  a  martial  race,  portray'd 

In  colors  strong; 
Bold,  soldier-featur'd,  undismay'd, 

They  strode  along. 

Thro'  many  a  wild,  romantic  grove,] 
Near  many  a  hermit-fancied  cove, 
[Pit  haunts  for  Friendship  or  for  Love,) 

In  musing  nrood, 
An  aged  Judge,  I  saw  him  rove, 

Dispensing  good. 

•  WULiaia  Wsltecs.    I  Adam  WaJbce,  of  RichsTdtoo,  eousin  U  £* 

t  Wallacflj Ja^n]afCra£ie.wKowaAKCnndiii™ininniid,iiTid«i'  Dang 
I,  eari  of  Ornwnd,  al  Iha  famous  bvile  on  the  banka  of  dark,  fcntghl 

induct  and  inlrepid  valor  of  vhegaUAnL  laird  of  CivgiCj  who  d»d<^liu 

t  Coiltu,  king  of  Itie  Picu,f»ni  whom  Ihe  dlMrkl  of  Kyte  ii  aid  ta 

[onlEOmcriei  of  Coil'i-field,  when 


le  Lord  Juitin  Ckik. 
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With  deep-struck,  reverential  awe,* 
The  learned  Sire  and  Son  I  eaw; 
To  Nature's  God  and  Nature's  lair 

They  gave  their  lore ; 
This,  all  its  source  and  end  to  druir 

That,  to  adore. 

Brydone'a  brave  wardf  1  well  could  spy 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye, 
Who  call'd  on  Fame,  low  standing  bj^ 

To  hand  him  on, 
Where  many  a  patriot-name  on  high, 

Aod  hero  shone. 


With  mBsiqg-deep,  astontsh'd  stare, 
I  view'd  the  heav'nly-aeeming  Fairs 
A  whisp'ring  throb  did  witness  bear, 

Of  kindred  aireel, 
Wh^  with  ax  elder  sieter's  air. 

She  did  me  greet 

All  hail!  my  own  inspir'd  Bart ! 
In  me  thy  native  muse  regarJ .' 
Nor  longer  mouru  thy  fate  ■'  c  hard ! 

TbuH  poorly  l.;w! 
I  come  to  give  ihee  aut^h  cep'ard 

As  We  bestow. 

"Enow,  the  great  Genius  of  this  Uad 
Ha*  niBiij  a  light,  aerial  band, 

urine,  the  leu  of  Ibe  luc  doclor  sod  pmenl  profeBNT.  Slawaft 
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Who,  all  beneath  his  high  comnMnd, 

Harmoniously, 
As  ftrta  or  ariiia  tliey  understand, 

Their  labors  ply. 

"They  Scotia's  race  ainong'  them  AaM( 
Some  fire  the  Soldier  on  to  dare; 
Some  rouae  the  Patriot  up  to  bare 

Corruption's  heart ; 
Some  teach  the  Bard,  a  darling  care, 

The  tuneful  art 

"'Mong  Bwelling  floods  of  .reeking  g;oR^ 
They  ardent,  kindling  spirits  pour; 
Or,  'mid  the  venal  senate  roar, 

They,  sig-htless,  stand, 
To  mend  the  honest  patriot-lore, 

And  grace  the  land. 

"And  when  tlie  Biird,  or  hoary  Sage, 
Charm  or  instruct  the  future  age, 
They  bind  the  ivild  poetic  rage 

In  energy ; 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  page 

Full  on  tlie  eye. 

"Hence  Fullarton,  the  brave  and  yoimg 
Hence  Dempster's  zeal-inspir'd  tongue ; 
Hence  sweet,  liarmonious  Beattie  eung 

His  '  urinBtrel  lays ; ' 
Or  tore,  with  noble  ardor  slung. 

The  skeptic's  bays, 

"To  lower  orders  are  assign'd 
The  humbler  i&nka  of  buman-kiikL 
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The  ruBtJc  Bartl,  the  kb'riiig  lund, 

Tlie  Artisan ; 
All  cho«3e,  [13  vtirioua  they're  inclin'd, 

The  various  man. 

"When  yellow  waves  the  heavy  grain, 

The  ihreal'ning  atorm  some  sErongiy  rei^ 
Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain, 

Willi  tillage  skill. 
And  some  instruct  the  ehepherd  train, 

Blithe  o'er  tlie  hilL 

'•Some  hint  the  lover's  harmleas  wile; 
Some  grace  the  maiden'a  artless  smile; 
Some  Bootlie  tlie  lab'rer's  iveary  toil, 

For  humble  gains, 
And  make  hia  cottage-scenes  beguile 

His  cares  and  paina, 

"  Some,  bounded  to  a  district  space, 
Explore  al  large  man's  infant  race. 
To  mark  the  embryotic  trace 

Of  tuatic  bard ; 
And  careful  note  each  op'ning  grace, 

A  guide  and  guard. 

"  Of  these  am  I  —  Coila  my  name ; 

And  thia  district  as  mine  I  claim. 

Where  once  the  Campbells,  chiefs  of  &xae. 

Held  ruling  pow'r : 
I  niarkM  thy  embryo  tuneful  flame, 

Thy  natal  hour. 

"With  Aiture  hope  I  oft  would  gtat. 
Fond,  on  thy  little  early  ways. 
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Thy  rudely  caroli'd  chiming  phroae, 

In  iincauth  rhymes, 
Fir'd  at  the  alrnple,  anteaa  lays 

Of  other  times. 

"I  saw  thee  seek  Ihe  sounding  shorej 
Delighted  with  the  dashing  roar; 
Ur,  when  the  North  his  fleecy  store 

Drove  thro'  tlie  sky, 
1  saw  grim  Nature's  viaag'e  hoar 

Struck  tijy  young  eye. 

■'Or,  irhen  the  deep-green  mantled  eoitii 
Warm  cherish'd  ev'ry  flow'rets  birth, 
And  Joy  and  music  pouring  forth 

In  ev'ry  grove, 
I  aaw  thee  eye  the  gen'ral  mirth 

With  boundless  love. 

"  When  ripen'd  fields,  and  azure  sltios, 
Call'd  forth  the  reapers'  rustling  noise, 
I  saw  thee  leave  their  evening  joya. 

And  lonely  etalk, 
To  vent  thy  bosom's  swelling  rise 

In  peneive  walk. 

"When  youthful  love,  n-arm-blushing,  stronf 
Keen-shiv'ring  shot  thy  nerves  along, 
Those  accents,  grateful  to  thy  tongua, 

Th'  adored  name, 
1  taught  thee  how  to  pour  m  song, 

To  soothe  thy  flame. 

"  1  saw  thy  pulses  madd'ning  play, 
Wild  Bend  thee  pleasure's  devious  waj^ 
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Misled  by  fiincy'a  meteor  ray, 
By  passion  dri^'n; 

But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  from  heaven! 


'I  taught  thy  manners -painting  straina, 
The  loves,  the  ways  of  simple  swiuns. 
Till  now,  o'er  h.11  my  iviiie  ilornaina 

Thy  fame  extends : 
And  some,  the  pride  of  Coila's  plains. 
Become  thy  friends. 

"  Thou  caaat  not  !eam,  nor  can  I  show, 
To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape  glow, 
Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe 

With  Shenstone'a  art. 
Or  pour,  with  Gray,  the  moving  flow 

Warm  on  the  heart 

"Yet  all  beneath  the  unrivaU'd  rose, 

The  lowiy  daisy  sweetly  blows ; 

Tho'  large  the  forests's  monarch  throw! 

His  army  shade, 
Yet  green  tlie  juicy  haivthorn  grows, 

Adown  the  glade. 

"  Then  never  niurmnr  nor  repine ; 
Strive  in  thy  humble  sphere  to  shine; 
And,  trust  me,  not  Potosi's  mine, 

Nor  king's  regard. 
Can  give  a  filiss  o'errnatching  tliine, 


"To  pve  my  counsels  all  in  one,— 
Thy  timeful  flame  still  careful  fan- 
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preserve  the  Dignity  of  Man, 

With  8oul  erect  i 
And  trust,  the  Universal  Plan 

Will  all  protect ! 

■And  wear  thou  this!"  she  solemn  said, 
Aiid  bound  the  Holly  round  my  head;  — 
The  polish'd  leaves,  and  berries  red. 

Did  rustling  play ; 
And,  like  a  passing  tliought,  she  fled 

In  light  aivay. 


THE  COTTER'S  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 
Inseribed  fa  R  ^••»,  Esq. 


Mr  lov'd,  my  honoHd,  much  respected  friend! 

No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  pays  ; 
With  honest  pride,  I  acorn  each  selfish  end. 

My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and  praise  i 
To  you  I  sing,  in  simple  Scottish  lays. 

The  loiv|^  train  in  life's  sequester'd  scene; 
The  native  feelings  strong,  the  guileless  ways; 

What  A"""*  in  a  cottage  would  have  been; 
Ah !  tho'  his  worth  unknown,  far  happier  (here,  I  wei 
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Hovember  chill  blaws  loud  vi'  angry  BUgh  ) 

The  short'ning  winter-day  is  near  a  close ; 
The  miry  beaata  retreating  frae  the  pleugh ; 

The  black'ning  trains  o'  craws  Ifl  their  repose } 
The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  hia  labor  goes, 

This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end. 
Collects  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoea. 

Hoping  the  mom  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend. 
And  weary  o'er  the  moor  his  course  does  homeward  bend 


At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view, 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
Th'  expectant  wee-things,  toddlin,  stachcr  thro' 

To^meet  their  dad,  wi'  flichter  in  noise  an  glee; 
His  wee  bit  ingle  blinkin  bonily. 

His  clean  hearlh-stanc,  his  thrifty  wifie's  smile, 
The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee, 

Does  a'  his  weary,  carking  cares  beguile. 
An'  mokes  him  quite  forget  his  labor  and  his  toiL 


Belyve  the  elder  bairns  come  drappin  in, 

At  service  out,  amang  the  farmers  coun' ; 
Some  ca'  the  pleugli,  some  herd,  some  tcntie  rin 

A  cannie  errand  to  a  neebor  town  ; 
Their  eldest  hope,  their  Jenny,  woman  grown, 

In  youthfu'  bloom,  love  sparkling  in  her^e'e. 
Comes  bame,  perhaps,  to  show  a  braw  new  gown, 

Or  deposite  her  sair-won  penny-fee, 
Td  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in  hardship  ba 
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Wi'  joy  unfeign'd,  brothera  and  Bisters  meet, 

An'  each  for  other's  welfare  kindly  Hpiera ; 
The  social  hours,  awift-wing'd,  unnotic'd  fleet } 

Each  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or  hears } 
'I'ac  parents,  partial,  eye  their  hopeful  years  j 

Anticipation  forward  poiitta  the  view. 
The  mother,  wi'  her  needle  an'  her  sheers, 

Gars  aitld  claes  look  a:iiaiat  as  weel's  the  new 
The  father  mixoa  a'  wi'  admonition  due. 


Thpir  master'''  an'  thPir  mistress's  command. 

The  younkers  a'  are  warned  io  obey , 
"An'  mind  their  labors  wi'  an  eydent  hand. 

An'  ne'er,  tho'  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk  or  play, 
An'  O'   be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alnay  ' 

An'  mind  your  dulif,  duly,  morn  an'  night! 
Lest  in  temptation's  path  ye  gang  astray. 

Implore  His  coun'iel  and  asaisting  might ; 
rhey  never  sought  in  vain,  that  sought  the  Lord  aright . 


But  hark!   a  rap  comes  gently  to  (he  door; 

Jenny,  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same, 
Tells  how  a  nocbor  lad  came  o'er  the  moor, 

To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  hame ! 
The  wily  mother  sees  the  conaciona  flame 

Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  her  cheek ; 
With  heart-struck,  anxious  care,  inquires  his  name. 

While  Jenny  halflins  is  afraid  to  speak ;  [rake, 

Weel  pleas'd  the  mother  hears,  it's  nae  wild,  worthleai 
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Wi'  kindly  welcome,  Jenny  brings  him  ben, 

A  Btrappan  youth;   he  takes  the  mother's  eye} 
Blithe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill  ta'en  ; 

The  father  cracka  of  horses,  pleughs,  and  kye 
The  youngster's  artless  heart  o'erflows  wi'  joy. 

But  blate  an'  laithfu',  scarce  can  weel  behave  ; 
The  mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 

What  makes  the  youth  sae  bashfu'  an'  sae  grave; 
Weel  pleaa'd  Co  think  her  bairn's  respected  like  the  jnva 


0,  happy  love !   where  love  like  this  is  found ; 

O,  heart-felt  raptures!   bliss  beyond  compaje! 
Pve  paced  much  this  weary,  mortal  round. 

And  sage  experience  bids  tne  this  declare  — 
If  Heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure  spare. 

One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale, 
Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair. 

In  other'a  arms  breathe  out  the  tender  tale. 
Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  scents  the  evening 


Is  there,  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart, 

A  wretch!   a  villain!   lost  to  love  and  truth. 
That  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art, 

Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth  ? 
Curse  on  his  peijur'd  arts !   dissembling  smooth ! 

Are  honor,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exil'd? 
Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth, 

Poinia  to  the  parents  fondling  o'er  their  child? 
Then  paints  the  ruin'd  maid,  and  their  distraction  wild 
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But  now  the  Bu  per  crowns  their  simple  board! 

The  halesom,'  parritch,  chief  o'  Scotia's  food; 
The  Boup  the  ,  only  hawkie  does  afford, 

That  'yont  the  hollao  anugly  chows  her  cud ! 
The  dame  brings  forth,  in  complimental  mood, 

To  grace  the  lad,  her  weel-hain'd  kebbuck  fell. 
An'  aft  he's  preas'd,  an'  afl  he  ca's  it  good  j 

The  frugal  wifie  garrulous  will  tell. 
How  'tlias  a  towmond  auld,  sin  lint  was  i'  the  bel] 


The  oheerfu'  supper  done,  wi'  eTioui  face, 

The),  round  the  ingle,  form  t  cirule  wide; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  wi'  patriarchal  grace. 

The  big  Ha'  Bible,  ance  his  father's  pride ; 
His  bonnet  revrently  is  laid  fiside, 

His  lyart  hiffi,la  «eann  thm  an'  bare; 
Those  strains  that  once  did  s«eet  in  Zion  glide, 

He  wales  a  portion  witii  judicious  care ; 
And,  "  Let  us  worship  God  I "  he  saya  with  solemn  ail 


They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise. 

They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aim 
Perliaps  Dundee's  wild  warbling  measures  rise. 

Or  plaintive  Martyrs,  worthy  of  the  name; 
Ot  noble  Elgin  beats  the  heav'nward  flame, 

The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays: 
Compar'd  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame ; 

The  tickled  ears  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise 
Nae  unison  hae  tliey  with  our  Creators  praise. 


L.  „, . I 
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The  piiest-like  father  reada  the  sacred  page, 

How  Abram  was  the  friend  of  God  on  high 
Or,  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage 

With  Anmlek's  ungracious  prugeny; 
Pr,  how  tJie  Royal  Bard  did  groaning  lie 

Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ire; 
Or,  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry ; 

Or,  rapt  Isaiali's  wild  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  eeera  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 


Perhaps  the  Chnslian  volume  is  the  theme, 

How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was  shed; 
How  He,  who  bore  in  Heav'n  the  second  name, 

Had  not  on  earth  wjiereon  to  lay  his  head ! 
How  His  first  followers  and  servants  aped 

The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a  land 
How  he,  who  lone  in  Patmos  banished, 

Saw  in  llie  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand ; 
And  heard  great  Bab'lon's  doom  pronounc'd  by  Heaf'n'l 
command. 


Then,  kneeling  down,  to  Heav'n's  eternal  King, 
The  saint,  the  father,  and  the  husband  prays! 

Hope  "springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing,"* 
That  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future  daya; 

Tliere,  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays. 

No  more  to  sigh  or  shed  the  bitter  tear, 

Together  hymning  their  Creator's  praise. 
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In  snch  aocicty.  yet  still  more  dear ; 
While  circling  time  moves  round  in  an  e 


Comjmr'd  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  nictlioii,  and  of  art, 
Win"!!  men  dis))lay  to  congregations  wide 

Devotion's  ev'ry  grace,  except  the  heart! 
The  Pow'r,  incena'd,  the  pageant  will  deaert, 

The  pompous  strain,  tlie  sacerilotal  stole ; 
Bui  liapiv    in  some  cottage  far  apart, 

May  hear,  well  pleaa'd,  the  language  of  the  Boul, 
And  in  his  Book  of  Life  the  inmates  poor  enrol ! 


Then  ho[W>T»a'd  a'l  take  oiT  their  aev'rai  way; 

The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest; 
The  pBreni-pdr  iheir  secret  homage  pay, 

And  proflbr  up  to  Heav'n  the  warm  request, 
That  lie  who  stills  the  raven's  clam'roua  nesl, 

And  decks  the  )ily  fair  in  flow'ry  pride. 
Would,  in  the  wav  his  wisdom  sees  the  beat, 

For  them  and  for  the'r  little  ones  provide. 
But  chiefly  la  their  heartD  with  grace  divine  pre 


Fiiro  scenes  like  these  old  Scotia'n  grpndcur  aprli 
That  makes  her  lov'd  at  homo,  rever'd  abroad ; 

Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings, 
"An  honest  man'a  the  noblest  work  of  God;" 

And  cerUs  in  fair  virtue's  heav'nly  road. 
The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  behind; 
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What  is  a  lordling's  pomp?  —  a  cumbioua  load, 

Diaguiaing  of  the  nretch  of  huniun-kind, 
Studied  in  aita  of  hell,  in  wiokednesa  refiii'd ! 


0  Scotia  1  my  dear,  my  native  soil! 

For  whom  my  wannest  wiah  to  Heav'n  is  sent, 
Long  may  the  hardy  aons  df  rustic  toil 

Be  blest  with  heakh,  and  peace,  and  sweet  contem 
Aiiil,  O  !   may  Heav'n  their  simple  Uvea  prevent 

Prom  luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile! 
Then,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 

A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while, 
And  stand  a  wall  of  Sre  around  their  much-lov'd  Isla 


O  Thou !   who  pour'd  the  patriotic  tide 

That  stream'd  thro'  Wallace's  undaunted  heart 
Who  dir'd  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pride, 

Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part; 
(The  patriot's  God,  peculiarly  thou  art, 

His  friend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  reward!) 
O  never,  never  Scotia's  realm  desert ; 

But  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot-banl, 
[n  bright  succession  rise. 
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Thoc  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 
Be  tliou  clad  in  rusaet  weed, 
Se  thou  deck'd  in  silken  stole, 
Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  soul  — 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most, 
Sprung  from  niglit,  in  darkness  lost ; 
Hope  not  sunshine  ev'ry  hour, 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  low'r. 

As  youtli  and  love,  with  sprightly  dance. 
Beneath  thy  morning  star  advance, 
Pleasure  with  her  siren  air 
May  delude  the  tlioughtless  pair; 
Let  prudence  bless  enjoyment's  cup, 
Then  raptur'd  sip,  and  sip  it  up. 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high. 
Life's  meridian  flaming  nigh, 
DoBt  thou  spurn  the  humble  vale  ? 
Life's  proud  summits  wouldst  thou  scale  f 
Check  thy  climbing  step,  elate. 
Evils  lurk  in  felon  wait; 
Dangers,  eagle-pinion'd,  bold, 
Soar  around  each  cliffy  hold. 
While  cheerful  peace,  with  linnet  song, 
Chants  the  lowly  della  among. 
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Aa  the  shades  of  evening  close, 
Bcck'ning  thee  to  long  repose; 
As  lift  itself  becoines  disease, 
Seek  the  chimney-neuk  of  ease ; 
There  ruminate  with  sober  thought, 
On  all  tiiou'st  seen,  and  heard,  and  wrought  > 
And  teach  the  sportive  younkers  round. 
Laws  of  experience,  sage  and  sound. 
Say,  Man's  true,  genuine  estimate, 
The  grand  criterion  of  his  fate. 
Is  not.  Art  thou  high  or  low  ? 
Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow  ? 
Did  niany  talents  gild  thy  span  ? 
Or  frugal  nature  grudge  thee  one  ? 
Tell  them,  and  press  it  on  their  mind. 
As  thou  thyself  must  shortly  find. 
The  smile  or  frown  of  awful  Heav'n 
To  virtue  or  to  vice  is  giv'n. 
Sny,  to  be  just,  and  kind,  and  wise, 
Tliere  solid  self-enjoyment  lies ; 
Tliat  foolish,  selfish,  faithless  ways, 
Lead  to  the  wretched,  vile,  and  base. 

Thus  reaign'd  and  quiet,  creep 
To  the  be,d  of  Jasting  sleep ; 
Sleep,  whence  Ihou  shalt  ne'er  awake 
Night  where  dawn  shall  never  break, 
Till  future  life,  future  no  more. 
To  light  and  joy  the  good  restore, 
To  light  and  joy  unknown  before ! 

Stranger,  go !  Heaven  be  thy  guide 
Q,uod  the  Beadsman  of  Nith-side 
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DtlDER   THE 


0  THon  great  Being!  what  thou  art 

Surpasses  me  to  know; 
Yet  sure  I  am,  that  known  to  Thee 

Are  all  thy  works  below. 


Thy  creature  here  before  Thee  stands^ 

All  wretched  and  distiest ; 
Yet  sure  those  ilia  that  wring  my  soul 

Obey  thy  high  behest. 

Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

From  cruelly  or  wrath  ! 
O,  free  my  weary  eyes  from  tears, 

Or,  close  them  fust  in  death! 

But  if  I  must  afSicted  be. 

To  suit  some  wise  design ; 
Then  man  my  soul  with  firm  retolTei 

To  bear  and  not  repine ! 
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0  THon,  unknown,  Almighty  Caoae 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear! 
In  whose  (lreB.i!  presence,  ere  an  hour, 

Perhaps  I  must  appear ! 

If  I  have  wander'd  in  those  paths 

Of  life  I  ought  to  shun;  — 
Aa  something,  loudly  in  my  breast, 

Remonstrates  I  have  done;  — 

Thou  know'st  that  Thou  haat  formed  nw 
With  passions  wild  and  strong ; 

And  list'ning  to  their  witching  voice 
Haa  often  led  me  wrong. 

Where  human  weakness  hoM  come  alxHt, 

Or  frailty  stept  aside. 
Do  Thou,  All  Good!  — for  such  Thou  art, 

In  shades  of  darkness  hide. 

Where  with  intention  I  have  en'd, 

No  other  plea  I  have, 
But,  Thau  art  good!   and  gooitneas  still 

Delighteth  to  forgive ' 
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Wtir  am  I  lolh  to  leave  thia  earthly  scene? 

Have  I  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  chanaa? 
Somu  drops  of  joy  with  draughts  of  ill  between ; 

Some  gleama  of  sunshine  'mid  renewing  stotma 
la  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms  ? 

Or  death's  uniovely,  dreary,  dark  abode  ? 
For  guiit,  for  guilt!   my  terrors  are  in  arms! 

I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  God, 
And  justly  smart  beneath  his  sin-avenging  rod. 


Fain  would  I  say,  "  Forgive  my  foul  ofifence ' " 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey  : 
But,  should  my  Author  health  again  dispense, 

Again  I  might  desert  fair  virtue's  way; 
Again  in  folly's  path  might  go  astray; 

Again  exalt  the  brute,  and  sink  the  man; 
Th.'n  how  should  I  for  heav'nly  mercy  pray. 

Who  act  so  counter  heav'idy  mercy'a  plan? 
Who  sin  so  oft  have  mourn'd,  yet  to  temptation  n 


O  Thou,  great  Governor  of  all  below, 
If  1  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee, 

Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to  blow, 
Or  still  the  tumult  of  tlie  raging  eea; 
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so  BUBNS'5    POEHS. 

With  that  controlling  pow'r  assist  ev"!!  me. 
Those  headlong,  furious  paasions  to  confine; 

For  all  unfit  I  feel  my  pow'rs  to  be, 
To  rule  their  torrent  in  th'  allowed  line; 

0,  aid  roe  with  thy  help,  Oiimipotence  divine! 


UUTT  «T  THE  A 


O  THotr,  dread  Pow'r,  who  reign'st  above ; 

I  know  thou  wilt  me  hear, 
When,  for  this  scene  of  peace  and  love 

I  make  ray  pray'r  sincere. 


The  hoary  sire,  the  n>TTtal  stroke. 
Long,  long,  be  pleaw'd  to  spare ! 

To  bless  his  little  iiliiJ  flock. 
And  show  what  goti  men  are. 


She,  who  her  lovely  [lispring  eyes 
With  tender  hopes  wnd  fears, 

O  bless  her  with  a  mother's  joy». 
But  spare  a  mother's  tears ! 


Their  hope,  their  stay,  tifir  (kriing  fottOt 
In  manhood's  dawnii  ^  bittli; 
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Bleas  him,  thou  God  of  love  and  tiath, 
Up  to  a  parent's  wiah  ! 


The  beauteous,  seraph  sister-beiDd, 

With  earnest  tears  I  pray. 
Thou  know'at  the  snares  on  ev'ry  hand,  — 

Guide  Thou  their  steps  alway ! 


When  ioon  or  late  they  reacli  that  coast, 
O'or  life's  rough  ocean  drir'n, 

May  they  rejoice,  no  wand'rer  lost, 
A  family  in  heav'n ! 


A  GRACE  BEFORE  DrNNER. 

0  TUOO)  who  kindly  dost  provide 

For  ev'ry  creature's  want! 
We  bless  thee,  God  of  Nature  wide 

For  all  thy  goodness  lent: 

And  if  it  p'ease  thee,  heav'niy  Guide, 
May  never  worse  be  sent; 

But  whether  granted  <t  denied, 
Lord,  bless  us  with  content ! 
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THE  FIRST  PSALM. 

Thb  man  in  life,  wherever  plac'd, 

Hath  happiness  in  store. 
Who  walks  not  in  tlie  wicked's  ^nft 

Nor  learns  thcli  guilty  lore  I 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  prida 
Casta  forth  hia  eyes  abroad. 

But  with  Immility  and  awe 
Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  sha:!  flourish  like  the  trea 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow; 

The  fruitful  lop  is  spread  on  high, 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt, 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast, 

And,  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why? — That  God,  the  good  adore^ 
Hath  ^v'n  them  peace  and  rest, 

Btit  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest. 
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THE  FIRST  SIX  VERS^  OP  THE  NINETIETH 
PSALM. 
O  THOtr,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend 

Of  all  the  human  race ! 
Whose  Etrong  right  hand  has  ever  been 
Tiieir  stay  and  dwelling  place! 

Beibre  the  mountains  heav'd  their  heads 

Beneath  thy  forming  hatiU, 
Before  tliis  pond'rous  globe  itself 

Arose  al  thy  command  ; 

That  Pow'r  which  rais'd,  and  atiU  upholds 

This  universal  frame. 
From  countless,  unbegiiining  tune, 

Was  e\er  still  the  same 

Those  mighty  pcnoda  of  years 

Which  seem  to  us  so  last, 
Appear  no  more  before  thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  timt's  past. 

Thou  giv'st  the  word  —  thy  creature,  man, 

Is  to  cKislence  brought; 
Again  thou  say'st,  "  Ye  sons  of  men. 

Return  ye  into  nought!" 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares. 

In  everlasting  sleep; 
As  with  a  flood  Thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  oi'erwhelming  sweep. 
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They  flourish  like  the  morning  flowV, 

In  beauty's  pride  array'd ; 
But  long  ere  night,  cut  doini,  it  lie! 

All  wither'd  and  decay'd. 


EPISTLE  TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND. 

1  LANo  hae  thought,  my  youthfu'  friend| 

A  something  to  have  sent  you, 
Tho'  it  should  serve  no  other  end 

Thin  just  a  kind  memento ; 
But  how  t!ie  subject-theme  may  gang. 

Let  time  and  chance  determine ; 
Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  sang, 

Perhaps  turn  out  a  sermon. 


You'll  try  the  world  soon,  my  lad, 

And  Andrew,  dear,  believe  me, 
Ye'll  find  mankind  an  unco  squad, 

And  niuckle  they  may  grieve  ye! 
For  care  and  trouble  set  your  thought, 

Ev'n  when  your  end's  attained; 
And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought. 

When  ev'ry  nerve  ia  strained. 


I'll  no  say  men  are  villains  a'; 

The  real,  hardon'd,  wicked, 
Wha  hae  noe  check  but  human  l&w 

Are  lo  a  few  restricked-— 
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But  oc)i !  mankind  are  unco  weak. 
An'  little  to  be  trusted; 

If  st}f  the  wav'ring  balance  shake, 
It's  rarely  right  adjusted ! 


Yet  they  wha  fa'  in  fortune's  strife, 

Their  fate  we  should  na  censure 
For  still  th'  important  end  of  life 

They  equally  may  answer ; 
A  man  may  hae  an  honest  heart, 

Tho'  poortith  hourly  stare  him; 
A  man  may  tak  a  neebor's  part. 

Yet  hae  na  cash  to  spare  him. 


Ay  free,  aff  han',  your  story  tell, 

When  wi'  a  bosom  crony ; 
But  still  keep  something  to  yourael, 

Ye'il  scarcely  tell  to  ony. 
Conceal  yoursel  as  weet's  ye  can, 

Frae  critical  dissection ; 
But  keek  thro'  ev'ry  other  man, 

Wi'  sharpen'd,  sly  inspection. 


The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel-plac'd  lore, 

Luxuriantly  indulge  it; 
But  never  tempt  th'  illicit  rove, 

Tho'  naething  should  divulge  it; 
T  waive  the  quantum  o'  the  sin. 

The  hazard  o'  concealing , 
But  och !   it  hardens  a'  within, 

And  DeCrifiea  the  teeling! 
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To  catch  dame  Fortune's  golden 

Assiduous  wait  upon  her; 
And  gather  gear  by  ev'ry  wile 

That's  justified  by  honor  — 
Not  for  to  hide  it  iu  a  hedge, 

Nor  for  a  train-attendant, 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege 

Of  being  independent! 


Tie  fear  o'  hell's  a  hangman's  whlpt 

To  hand  tlie  wretch  in  order,— 
But  where  ye  feel  your  honor  grip. 

Let  tliat  a'  be  your  border ; 
It's  slightest  touches,  instant  pause,— 

Debar  a'  side  pretences ; 
And  resolutely  keep  ita  kws, 

Uncaring  consequences. 


The  great  Creator  to  revere. 

Must  sure  become  the  creature; 
But  still  the  preaching  cant  forbear, 

And  ev'n  the  rigid  feature  ; 
Yet  ne'er  with  wits  profane  to  range, 

Be  complaisance  extended ; 
An  atheist's  laugh's  a  poor  exchange 

For  Deity  offended ! 


When  ranting  round  in  pleasure's  ring. 

Religion  may  be  blinded  ; 
Or,  if  she  gie  a  tandom  sing, 

It  may  be  little  minded ; 
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But  when  on  life  we're  temonst  driv'fl^ 
A  conacience  but  ft  canker  — 

A  correspondence  fix'd  wi'  Hesv'n 
Is  Bure  a  nobler  anchor ! 


Adieu,  dear,  amiable  youlh ! 

Your  heart  can  ne'er  be  wantiti{f; 
May  prudence,  fortitude,  and  truth, 

Erec'  vour  brow  undaunting! 
In  piougnnian  phrase,  "  Gari  aend  you  ipeed,' 

Still  daily  to  grow  wiser; 
And  may  you  better  reck  ttie  rwte 

Than  ever  did  th'  advtMiri 
Mgr,  178d 
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BOOK  IL 

PATHETIC.  ELEGIAC,  AND  DESCRIPTrVE. 


HAN  WAS  UADE  TO  MOURN. 


Wrem  chill  November'a  surly  blast 

Made  fields  and  foreats  bare. 
One  ev'ning,  aa  I  wander'd  forth 

Along  the  banks  of  Ayr, 
I  spy'd  B  man,  irhoac  aged  step 

Seem'd  weary,  worn  with  care; 
Hia  face  was  furrow'd  o'er  with  yean, 

And  hoary  was  his  hair. 


Young  atranger,  whither  wand'rest  thon? 

(Began  the  revVend  sage ;) 
Does  thirst  of  wealth  thy  step  coDStraii^ 

Or  youthful  pleasure's  rage  ? 
Or  haply,  prest  with  cares  and  woea, 

Too  soon  thou  hast  began 
To  wander  forth,  with  me,  to  moiuii 

The  roiserieB  of  man !  ' 


o.ied  by  Google 


BUKNS-S    F0EH9. 


The  Bun  that  overhangs  yon  moon^ 

Out-spreading  fur  and  wide, 
Where  hundreds  labor  to  suppoit 

A  haughty  lordling's  pride; 
Fve  seen  yon  weary  winter  aim 

Twice  forty  times  return ; 
And  ev'ry  Ume  has  added  proofs, 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 


O  man !  while  in  thy  early  years. 

How  prodigal  of  lime ! 
Misspending  all  thy  precious  hours. 

Thy  glorious  youthful  prime ! 
Alternate  follies  lake  the  sway; 

Licentious  passions  burn ; 
Which  tenfold  force  gives  Nature's  law, 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 


Look  not  alone  on  youthful  prime, 

Or  manhood's  active  might; 
Man  then  is  useful  lo  his  kind, 

Supported  in  his  right ; 
But  see  him  on  the  edge  of  life, 

With  cares  and  sorrows  worn, 
Then  age  and  want,  oh !   ill-match'd  pair 

Show  man  was  made  to  mouni. 


A  few  seem  favorites  of  Fate, 

In  Pleasure's  lop  carest; 
Yet,  think  no:  all  the  rich  and  grert 

Are  likewise  truly  blest 
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BUKMs's  poEtn. 

But  oh!  what  crowds,  in  ev'ry  land 
Are  wretched  and  forlorn; 

Thro'  weary  life  this  lesson  Icani, 
Thai  man  was  made  to  mourtL 


Many  and  sharp  the  nuni'roue  ills 

Inwoven  with  our  frame ! 
More  pointed  still  we  make  ourseljiB* 

Regret,  remorse,  and  shame ! 
And  man,  whohe  heav'n-erected  face 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn. 
Man'?  mimmamty  to  man 

Makes  countless  thousands  moutK 


See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabor'd  wight; 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile, 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil '. 
And  see  his  lordly  feUow-worao 

The  poor  petition  spurn, 
Unmindful,  tho'  a  weeping  wife 

And  helpless  oflspring  mourn. 


If  I'm  design'd  yon  lordling's  slav€^ 

By  Nature's  law  deaign'd ; 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  Ut 

His  cruelty,  or  scorn  ? 
Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  powV 

To  make  hia  fellow  mourn? 


o.led  by  Google 


Yet,  let  not  thia  too  much,  mj  Mm, 

Disturb  thy  youthful  breast; 
This  partial  vicir  of  human  kind 

Is  surely  not  the  last ! 
The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man, 

Had  never,  sure,  been  bom. 
Had  there  not  been  some  recompenu 

To  comfort  those  that  mourn. 


0  Death !  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend 

The  liindest  and  the  best ! 
Welcome  the  hour  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  great,  the  wealtliy,  fear  thy  blow, 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn; 
But  oh,  —  a  blest  relief  to  those 

That  weary-laden  mourn! 


A  WINTER  NIGHT. 


Wber  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doure, 
Sharp  shivers  thro'  the  leafless  bow'r; 
When  Pbffibus  gies  a  short-liv'd  glowV, 
Far  south  the  lift. 
9* 


o.led  by  Google 


Dim-da  rk'ning  thro'  the  flaky  show'r. 
Or  whirhn  drift! 

Ae  night  the  storm  the  steeples  rock'd, 
Poor  Libor  sweet  in  sleep  was  lock'd, 
While  burns,  wi'  snawy  wreatlis  up-chock'*l» 

Wild-eddying  swirl, 
Or  thro'  the  mining  outlet  bock'd, 

Down  headlong  huri. 


List'ning,  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle, 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle. 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  this  brittle 

O'  winter  war, 
And  thro'  the  drift,  deep-lairing  sprattla. 

Beneath  a  scar. 

Ilk  happing  bird,  wee  helpless  thing. 
That  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring, 
9elighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing. 

What  comes  o'  thee  ? 
Where  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  chitt'ring  wing, 

An'  close  thy  e'e  ? 

Ev'n  you  on  murd'ring  errands  toil'd, 
Lone,  from  your  savage  homes  exil'd. 
The  blood-stain'd  roost,  and  sheep-cote  spoil'd, 

My  heart  forgets, 
While  pitiless  the  tempest  wild 

Sore  on  you  beats. 

Now  Phosbe,  in  her  midnight  reign, 
Oark-muffled,  view'd  the  dreary  plain  ; 
Still  crowding  tlioughts,  a  pensive  train, 
Rose  in  my  soui, 
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When  on  my  car  this  plaintive  strain, 

Slow,  aolemn,  stole :  — 

"Blow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  heavier  guatl 
And  freeze,  thou  bitter-bitingf  frost! 
Descend,  ye  chilly,  smolh'ring  bbowb! 
Not  ftll  your  rage,  as  now  united,  shows 
More  hard  unkindness,  unrelenting, 


"See  stem  Oppression's  iron  grip, 

Or  mad  Ambition's  gory  hand, 
Sending,  like  blood-hounds  from  the  slip. 

Wo,  want,  and  murder,  o'er  a  land ! 

"  Ev'n  in  the  peaceful  rural  vale. 
Truth,  weeping,  tells  the  mournful  (ale, 
How  pamper'd  luxury,  flatt'ry  by  her  side, 
The  parasite  empoisoning  her  ear. 
With  all  the  servile  wretches,  in  the  rear, 
Look  o'er  proud  property  extended  wide, 

And  eyes  the  simple  rustic  hind, 
Whose  toil  upholds  the  glitt'ring  show, 
A  creature  of  another  kind, 
Some  coarser  substance,  unrefin'd, 
Plao'd  for  her'lordly  use  thus  far,  thus  vile,  below, 

"  Where,  where  is  love's  fond,  tender  tliroe 
With  lordly  Honor's  lofty  brow. 

The  pow'rs  you  proudly  own  ? 
Is  there,  beneath  love's  noble  name^ 
Can  harbor,  dark,  the  selfish  aim, 

To  bless  himaelf  alone? 
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"Mark  Riiiden  innocence,  a  prey 
To  love-pretending  snares, 

This  boasted  honor  turns  away, 

Shunning  soft  pity's  rising  away, 
Regardless  of  the  tears,  and  univiiling  prayers! 

Perhaps,  this  hour,  in  raiaVy'a  squalid  nest, 

She  etraina  your  infant  to  her  joyless  breut, 
And  with  a  mother's  fears  shrieks  at  the  rock ixig  blast 

"0  ye!  who,  sunk  in  beds  of  down, 
Peel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create, 
Think  for  a  moment  on  his  wretched  fute, 
Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown ! 
Dl  Batialied  keen  nature's  clam'rous  call, 

StreCch'd  on  his  straw,  he  Ia3'3  himself  to  sleepy 
While  thro'  the  ragged  roof  and  chinky  wall, 
Chill  o'er  his  slumbers  piles  the  drifly  heap! 
Think  on  the  dungeon's  grim  confine, 
Where  guilt  and  poor  misfortune  pine! 
Guilt,  erring  man,  relenting  view ! 
But  shall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
The  wretch  already  crushed  low 
By  cruel  fortune's  undeserved  blow ! 
Affliction's  son's  are  brothers  in  distress, 
A  brother  to  relieve,  how  exquisite  the  bliaa!" 

I  heard  nae  mair,  for  Chanticleer 

Shook  off  the  pouthety  sniw. 
And  hail'd  the  morning  with  a.  cheer, 

A  coltftge-rousing  craw. 


The  heart,  benevolent  and  kind, 
The  most  resembles  God. 
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Ths  wmtrv  west  extends  hia  blast, 

And  hail  and  ran  does  blaw; 
Or,  the  stormy  north  sen  la  driving  forA 

The  blinding  sleet  and  snaw : 
While  tumblwij  briwn,  the  bum  cornea  flomt 

And  roars  fcie  bank  to  brje 
And  bird  and  beaat  in  covert  rest. 

And  pass  the  heartle'js  dj.y 

"Thp  sweeping  blast,  the  sky  o'ercast,"* 

The  jnjless  winter  daj 
Let  others  fear   to  me  m  irt  dear 

Than  all  the  pr  de  of  May ' 
The  tempests  ho«I,  it  soothes  my  soul, 

My  gnefa  it  seems  to  join. 
The  leafless  trees  my  fanc\   please, 

Their  fete  resembles  mine ' 


Thou  P)w'r  Supreme   whose  mighty  scheme 

These  woes  of  rumu  fulhl. 
Here,  firm   I  rpft  —  they  must  be  best, 

Because  they  are  thy  will' 
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Then  nil  I  want,  [O,  do  thou  ginit 

This  one  request  of  mine !) 
ffince  to  enjoy  thou  dost  denj. 


DESPONDENCY. 


Opphesb'd  with  grief,  oppreas'd  with  car 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  sit  me  doim  and  aigh; 
O  life,  thoQ  art  a  galling  load, 
A  long,  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 

To  wretches  such  as  I ! 
Dim,  backward  as  I  cast  my  view, 

What  sick'ning  scenes  appear ! 
What  sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  thra*, 
Too  justly  I  may  fear  I 
Slill  caring,  despmring, 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom; 

My  wooa  here  shall  close  ne'er. 

But  with  the  closing  tomb ! 


Happy,  ye  sons  of  busy  life, 
Who,  e<|ua]  to  the  bustling  strife, 

No  other  view  regarj ! 
Ev'n  when  the  wished  end's  denied. 
Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  pl/'di 

Thev  bring  their  own  reward: 
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Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandon'd  ^rigfat, 

Unfitted  with  an  aim. 
Meet  ev'iy  eiliI  returning  night, 
And  joyless  morn,  the  sBEne, 
You,  buatling  and  juatling, 

Forget  each  grief  and  paint 
I,  listless,  yet  restless, 
Find  ev'iy  prospect  vaiiL 


How  blest  the  Solitary's  lot. 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all-forgot, 

Within  his  humble  cell. 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  rooti^ 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gather'd  fniitfl, 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 
Or,  haply,  to  his  evening  thought, 

By  unfrequented  stream, 
The  ways  of  men  ore  distant  brought, 
A  fninl  collected  dream; 
While  praising,  and  rEuaing 

His  thoughts  to  Heav'n  on  hi^ 
As  wondVing,  meand'ring. 
He  views  the  solemn  sky. 


Then  T,  no  lonely  hermit  plac'd 
Where  never  human  footstep  txac'i, 

^  Less  fit  to  play  the  port ; 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve, 
And  just  to  stop,  and  just  to  more, 

With  self-respecting  art: 
But  ah '.   those  pleasures,  loves,  and  joja, 

Which  I  too  keenly  tsate, 
The  Solitary  can  despise, 
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Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest'. 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not^ 

Or  human  iove  or  hate, 
Whilst  I  hero,  ninBt  cry  hera, 
At  perSdy  ingrate ! 


Oh!   enviable,  early  days, 

When  dancing,  thoughtless  pleaHure's 

To  care,  to  guilt  unknown ! 
How  ill  exchang'd  for  riper  limea, 
To  feel  lie  follies,  or  tlie  crimes, 

Of  others,  or  my  own  I 
Ye  tiny  elvea  that  guiltless  eport, 

Like  linnets  in  the  bush, 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court, 
When  manhood  is  your  wish! 
The  losses,  the  crosses, 

That  active  man  engage! 

The  fears  all,  the  tears  nil, 

Of  dim  declining  age ! 


All  hail !   inexorabln  IW ! 

At  whose  deatmction-orealhing  wort 

The  mightiest  empires  fall ! 
Thy  cruel,  wo-delighted  train, 

The  ministers  of  grief  and  pain, 

A  sullen  welcome,  all! 
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With  stem,  resolv'd,  deapaiiii^  ty^ 

I  see  each  aimed  dart; 
Foe  one  has  cut  my  dearest  Ue, 
And  quivers  in  my  heart. 
Then  lowVing  and  pouring', 

The  storm  no  more  I  dreti; 
Tho'  thick'ning  and  black'-niiv 
Round  my  devoted  head. 


And  thou,  grim  pow'r,  by  life  abhtKri^ 
While  life  a  pleasure  can  afford, 

Oh!   hear  a  wretch's  pray'r! 

No  more  I  shrink  appall'd,  afraid, 

I  court,  I  teg  thy  friendly  aid. 

To  close  this  scene  of  care! 

When  shall  my  soa\,  in  silent  peace, 

Reaig^n  life's  joyless  day ; 
My  weary  heart  its  throfabinga  cea«e, 
Cold  raould'ring  in  tho  ciay  ? 
No  fear  more,  nb  tear  more, 
To  strain  my  hfeless  &ce ; 
Enclasped  and  grasped 
Withm  thy  cold  embnee ' 


LAMENT  OP  MARY,  l^UEEN  OF  fiCOTS 


Now  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  green 

On  -ev'ry  bloomii^  tree, 
And  spreads  her  sheets  o'  daisiea  njhiu 

4ilt  oler  &B  grawy  l«a; 
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Now  Phcsbua  cheers  the  crystal 

And  glads  the  azure  akies; 
But  nought  can  glad  the  weary  wight 

Tliat  fast  in  durance  lies. 

Now  lav'rochs  wake  the  mony  morn 

Akift  on  dewy  wing; 
The  merle,  in  hia  noontide  bow'r, 

Miikca  woodland  echoes  ring; 
The  mavis  wild,  wi'  many  a  note, 

Bings  drowsy  d»y  lo  rest ; 
In  love  and  freedom  they  rcjoira, 

Wi'  care  nor  tlirall  oppresL 

Now  blooms  the  lily  by  the  bank, 

The  primroae  down  the  brae. 
The  bawtliom's  buddings  in  the  glen, 

And  milk-white  is  the  slae : 
The  meanest  hind  in  fair  Scotland 

filay  rove  the  sweets  amang; 
Bui  I,  the  Queen  of  a'  Scotland,"" 

Uaun  lie  in  prison  Strang. 

I  was  the  Queen  o*  bonie  France, 

Where  happy  I  hae  been ; 
Pu'  lightly  raise  I  in  the  morn, 

As  blitlio  lay  down  at  e'en ; 
And  I'm  tlic  sov'rcign  of  Scotland, 

And  monie  a  traitor  there; 
Yet  hero  I  lie  in  foreign  banda, 

And  never-ending  care. 

But  as  for  thee,  thon  false  womnn, 

My  tiGicr  and  my  fue, 
GriiQ  Vengeance,  yet,  shall  whet  a  a-rrori 
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That  thro'  tliy  soul  shnll  gae; 
The  B-eeping  b!oo<!  in  woman's  breast 

Was  never  known  to  tliee  ; 
Nor  th*  balm  that  (traps  on  woundi  of  wo 

Frae  womaii'a  pitying  e'e. 

My  son!   my  son!   may  kinder  BtarS 

Upon  thy  fortune  shine ; 
And  may  those  pleasures  gi!d  thy  reign, 

Thiit  ne'er  wad  blink  on  mine! 
God  keep  tliee  frae  thy  mother's  facs, 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee ; 
And  where  ihou  meet'st  thy  mother'a  friend, 
r  him  for  me ! 


Nae  mair  iight  up  the  morn! 
Nae  mair,  to  me,  the  autumn  winds 

Wave  o'er  tlie  yellow  corn! 
And,  in  the  narrow  Ebuse  o'  death. 

And  the  next  flowers  that  deck  the  spring, 
Bloom  OD  my  Dcaceful  gravel 
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THE  LAMENT, 

•CCA8IOHED  BX  TBE  DNFOBTUNATE  I9SUI  C  r  A  rkllJIIl's 


0  THOU  pale  orb,  that  silent  shines, 

While  care-untroubled  mortals  sleep ! 
Thou  seost  a  wretch  that  inly  pines, 

And  wanders  here  to  wail  and  weep. 
With  wo  I  nightly  vigils  keep, 

Beneath  thy  wan,  unwarming  beam; 
And  mourn,  in  lamentation  deep. 

How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dreaiK 


I  joyless  view  thy  rays  adora 

The  fainlly-marked  distant  hill ; 
I  joyless  view  thy  trembling  horn, 

Reflected  in  the  gurgling  rill ; 
My  fondly-flutl'ring  heart,  be  still ! 

Thou  busy  pow'r,  Remembrance,  c 
Ab  !   must  the  agonising  thrill 

For  ever  bar  returning  peace! 


No  idly-feign'd  poetic  paina, 

Uy  sad  love-lorn  lamentings  chim; 
No  sbepherd'a  pipe  —  Arcadian  straiiM 
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No  fabled  tortures,  quaint  and  tame, 
The  plighted  Taith,  tiie  mutuB]  Hame, 

The  oft-attested  Pow'ra  above; 
The  promia'd  Father's  tender  name; 

These  wore  the  pledges  of  my  love . 


Encircled  in  her  clasping  arms, 

How  have  the  raptur'd  moments  flownt 
How  have  1  wiah'd  for  fortune's  charm*, 

For  her  dear  sake,  and  hers  alone  ] 
And  must  I  think  it!  is  she  gone, 

My  secret  heart's  exuking  boast? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan ' 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost? 


Oh!   can  she  bear  bo  base  a  heart, 

So  lost  to  honor,  lost  to  truth, 
As  from  tlie  fondest  iaver  part, 

The  plighted  husband  of  her  youth? 
Alas !   life's  path  may  be  unsmooili ! 

Her  way  may  lie  thro'  rough  distress; 
Then,  who  her  pangs  and  paiiis  will  sooth«, 

llcr  sorrows  ebare,  and  make  them  leM'' 


Ye  winged  hours  that  o'er  us  past, 

Enniptiir'd  more,  Ihe  more  enjoy'd, 
Your  dear  remembrance  in  my  hreaat. 

My  fondly-treasur't!  thoughts  eniploy'd. 
That  breast,  how  dreary  now,  and  void. 

For  her  loo  scanty  once  of  room! 
Ev'n  uv'ry  ray  of  hope  dcstroy'd, 

And  not  a  wish  to  gild  the  gloom 
10* 
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X0Kna*9  FoeuR. 


The  morn  that  wama  th'  approaching  tef. 

Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  wo; 
I  see  the  hours,  in  long  array. 

That  I  must  soffer,  ling'ring  alow: 
Full  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe, 

Keen  recollection's  direful  train. 
Must  wring  my  soul,  ere  Ph^sbua,  low, 

Shall  kisa  the  distant  weatem  main. 


And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Sore  harass'd  out  with  care  and  grief, 
My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-worn  eye, 

Keep  iratchlnga  with  the  nightly  thief. 
Or  if  I  Hlumber,  Fancy,  chief. 

Reigns  haggard-wild,  in  sore  affright; 
Ev'n  day,  ali-bitter,  brings  relief. 

From  such  a  horror- breathing  night 


O!  thou  bright  queen,  who  o'er  th'  expanse 

Now  highest  reign'st,  with  boundleas  sway 
Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 

Obsetv'd  us,  fondly-wand'ring,  stray ! 
The  time,  unheeded,  sped  away, 

While  love's  luxurious  pulse  beat  high, 
Beneath  thy  silver- gleaming  ray. 

To  mark  the  mutual  kindling  eye. 


Oh!  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  eStl 
Scenes  never,  never  to  return ! 

Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget, 
Again  I  feel,  a^n  I  bum ; 
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From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleasure  torn, 
Life's  weary  vale  I'll  waniler  thro*; 

And  hopelesH,  comfortless,  I'll  mourn 
A  faiUiless  womaD'9  broken  vow. 


or  A   HOTHEn  FOR  TBE  DEATH  OF  BBK  t 

TunE  —  'TiiUayslon  Hmat." 
Pate  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  sped, 

And  pierc'd  my  darling's  heart ; 
And  with. him  all  the  joys  are  fled 

Life  can  to  me  impart 

By  cruel  hands  the  sftpling  drops, 

In  dust  dishonor'd  laid  ; 
So  fell  the  pride  of  all  my  hopes, 

My  age's  future  shade. 

The  mother  linnet,  in  the  brake. 
Bewails  her  ravish'd  young; 

So  I,  for  my  lost  darling's  sake, 
Lament  the  live-day  long. 

Death,  oft  I've  fear'd  thy  fttal  blow 
Now,  fond,  I  bare  my  breast } 

0,  do  thou  kindly  lay  nie  low, 
With  him  I  love,  at  rest ' 
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BDRlts'S  POEHB. 


FOB  JAHE^    EARL   OF    OLElfCAIKS. 

The  wind  blew  l.ollow  frae  the  hills, 

Ry  fits  the  sun's  departing  beiin 
LookM  on  tlie  fiiding  yellow  woods 

That  wav'J  o'er  Liigir's  winding  streEm; 
Bencith  a  craijjy  steep,  a  bard, 

Liiilon  with  year^  and  meikle  pain, 
In  loud  lament  bewail'd  his  lord, 

VVIiom  death  had  all  untimely  ta'en. 


ile  lean'd  him  to  an  ancient  ailt. 

Whose  trunk  waa  mould'ring  down  with  yeui, 
IIlb  locks  were  bleached  white  wi'  time. 

Ilia  hoary  cheek  was  wet  wi'  tears! 
And  as  he  toucb'd  his  trembling  harp, 

And  as  he  tiin'd  his  doleful  sang, 
The  winds,  lamenting  thro'  their  caves, 

To  Echo  bore  the  notes  along. 


"  Ye  Bcatter'd  birds  that  faintly  sing, 

The  relitjucs  of  the  vernal  quire! 
Ye  woods  that  shed  on  a'  the  winds 

The  honors  of  the  aged  year ! 
A  few  short  months,  and  giad  and  gay, 

Agnin  ye'll  charm  the  ear  and  e'e ; 
But  nocht,  in  all  -evolving  time, 

Can  gladness  bring  again  to  me. 
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"1  am  a  bending,  aged  tvee, 

Tbat  long  has  stood  the  wind  and  nia 
But  no»'  has  come  a  cruel  blast, 

And  mjr  hat  huld  of  earth  is  gane ; 
Nae  leaf  o'  mine  ahaO  greet  the  aprio|f 

Nae  simmer  sun  exalt  my  bloom; 
But  I  maun  lie  before  the  storm, 

And  ithers  plaui  tbem  in  my  room. 

"Vve  seen  sae  monie  changefu'  years, 

On  earth  I  am  a  stranger  grown ; 
I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men, 

Alike  unknoiring  and  unknown: 
Unheard,  unpitied,  unrelieved, 

I  bear  alane  my  lade  o'  care. 
For  silent,  low,  on  heda  of  dust, 

Lie  a'  that  would  my  sorrows  shore. 

'  And  lost,  (the  sum  of  a'  my  griefs !} 

My  noble  master  lies  in  clay ; 
The  flow'r  amang  our  barons  bold. 

His  country's  pride,  bis  country's  atayi 
In  weary  being  now  I  pine. 

For  b'  the  life  of  life  ia  dead. 
And  hope  has  left  my  aged  ken. 

On  forward  wing  for  ever  fled. 

"Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,  my  harp 

The  voice  of  wo  and  wild  despair! 
Awake!   resound  thy  latest  lay. 

Then  sleep  in  silence  evermair! 
And  thou,  my  last,  best,  only  friend. 

That  fillest  an  untimely  tomb. 
Accept  this  tribute  from  the  bard 

Thou  brought  from  fortune's  mirkest  gtocm 
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"In  poverty's  low,  barren  vale, 

Tlitck  mists,  obscure,  invniv'd  me  round 
Tho'  oft  I  turn'd  the  wistful  eye, 

Nae  ray  of  fame  was  to  be  found: 
Thou  found'st  me,  like  the  morning  Bun 

That  melts  the  foga  in  limpid  air; 
The  fricndlesB  bard,  and  ruslic  aong, 

Became  alike  thy  fost'ring  care. 

"  Oh !  why  has  worth  so  short  a  date  ? 

While  villains  ripen  gray  with  time, 
Must  thou,  the  noble,  gen'roiis,  great, 

Fall  in  bold  manhood's  hardy  prime? 
Why  did  I  live  to  see  thiit  day  ? 

A  day  to  me  so  full  of  wo ! 
O,  had  I  met  Iho  mortal  shaft 

Which  laid  my  benefactor  lowl 

"The  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bride 

Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen; 
The  monarch  may  forget  the  crown 

That  on  his  head  an  hour  has  been ; 
The  mother  may  forget  the  child 

That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee; 
But  I'll  remen  ber  thee,  Glencaim, 

And  a'  that  thou  hast  dune  for  me" 
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BDIUts'3  POEHa. 


■snr  TO  SIR  II 


Tnr.c  who  thy  lionor  aa  thy  God  rever'st, 

Wlio,  save  Oiy  miinl'a  reproach,  nought  earthly  fcar'st, 

Tc  thee  thia  votive  off'rjng  I  import, 

The  l«arf>il  tribute  of  a  broken  heart 

The  friend  tJiou  valued'st,  I  the  pKtron  lov'd  ; 

His  worth,  his  honor,  all  the  worid  approv'd. 

We'll  mourn  till  we  too  go  as  he  has  gxine, 

And  tread  the  dieaiy  path  to  that  dark  worid  unkoown 


BTRATIIALLArrS  LAMENT. 

TmrKEST  night  o'erhanga  my  dwellin 
Howling  tempests  o'er  me  rave' 

Turbid  torrents  wintry  swelling, 
Slill  surround  my  lonely  cavA 

Crystal  streamlela  gently  flowing, 
Busy  haunts  of  base  mankind, 

Western  breezea  aoflly  blowing. 
Suit  not  my  distracted  mind. 

In  the  cause  of  right  engaged, 
Wrongs  injurious  to  redress. 
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HoiV)!^  war  we  strongly  wagecl, 
But  \}ie  Heavens  denied  succeM 

Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  us, 
Not  a  hope  thit  dare  attend ; 

The  wide  worlJ  is  oil  before  us, 
Aft  a  world  wilfaoat  a  fiietidl 


THE  CHEVALIER'S  LAMENT. 

Trs  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  leaves  retumhif ; 

STbe  murmuring  streamlet  winds  clear  thro'  ihe  vale{ 
The  hanrthorn  trees  blow  in  the  dews  of  the  morning, 

And  wild-scatter'd  cowslips  bedecl<  the  green  dale : 

But  what  can  give  pleasure,  or  what  can  seem  fair. 
While  the  lingering  moments  arenumber'd  by  care? 

No  flow'ra  gayly  springing-,  nor  birds  sweetly  singing 
Can  soothe  the  sad  bosom  of  joyless  despair. 

The  deed  that  T  dar'd,  could  it  merit  their  mcdice, 
A  king  and  a  Ikther  to  place  on  his  throne  ? 

His  right  are  these  hills,  and  his  light  are  these  valiant 
Where  the  wild  beasts  find  shelter,  but  I  can  find  nom 

But  'tis  not  my  sufferings,  thus  wretched,  forlorn, — 
My  brave,  gallant  friends,  'tis  your  ruin  I  mourn ; 
Yiiur  deeds  prov'd  so  loyal  in  hot,  bloody  triii, 
Alas !  can  1  make  you  no  sweeter  return ! 
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BDILNS'a    FOEUa 


THE  AUTHOR'S  FAREWELL  TO  HIS  NATIVE 
COUNTRV. 

Tone  —  "Rostiti  Castle." 

The  gloomy  night  is  galh'ring  fiwt. 
Loud  roars  the  wild,  inconstant  blasts 
Yon  murky  cloud  ia  foul  with  rain, 
I  see  it  driving  o'er  the  plain ; 
The  hunter  now  has  left  the  moor, 
The  scatter'd  coveya  meet  secure, 
While  here  I  wander,  prest  with  eara. 
Along  the  lonely  banka  of  Ayr. 


The  Autumn  mourns  her  rip'ning  com 
By  early  Winter's  ravage  t6rn ; 
Across  her  placid  azure  sky 
She  Bees  the  scowling  tempest  fly: 
Chill  runs  my  blood  to  hear  it  rave, 
1  think  upon  the  stormy  wave, 
Where  many  a  danger  1  must  dare, 
Far  from  the  bonie  banka  of  Ayr. 


Tis  not  the  surging  billoivs'  roar, 
Tia  not  that  fatal,  deadly  shore; 
Though  death  in  ev'ry  shape  appear, 
The  wretched  have  no  more  to  fear  ■ 
But  round  my  heart  the  tiea  are  bound. 
That  beajt  transpierc'd  with  many  a  wouudi 
11 
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These  bleed  afresh,  those  ties  I  tear, 
To  leave  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr. 

Farewell !   old  Coila's  hilla  and  dales, 
Her  heathy  moors  and  winding-  vales. 
The  scenes  where  wretclied  fancy  roves. 
Pursuing  past,  unhappy  loves! 
Farewell,  my  friends  !   farewell,  my  foes ! 
My  peace  with  these,  my  Itive  with  those ; 
The  bursting  teara  my  heart  declare, 
Farewell  the  hoiiie  banks  of  Ayr. 


FAREWELL  TO  AYRSinRB. 

Scenes  of  wo  ond  scenes  of  pleasure, 
Scones  that  former  thoughts  renew, 

Scenps  of  wo  and  scenes  of  pleasure, 
Now  a  sad  and  last  adieu! 

Benie  Doon,  sae  sweet  and  gloamin, 
Fare  thee  weel  before  I  gang! 

3onie  Doon,  whare,  early  roaming. 
First  I  weav'd  the  rustic  sang.' 

Bow'iB,  adieu,  whare  Love,  decoying, 
First  inlhrall'd  this  heart  o'  mine, 

There  the  safest  sweets  enjoying, 
Sweets  that  Mem'ry  ne'er  shall  tyaet 

Friends,  so  near  my  bosom  ever, 
Ye  hae  retider'd  moments  dear 
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But,  alas !  when  forcM  to  sever, 
Then  the  stroke,  O  liow  severe! 

Friends!  that  parting  tear,  reserve  it, 
Tho'  'tia  doubly  dear  to  mei 

Could  I  think  I  did  deserve  it, 
How  much  happier  would  I  be ! 

Scenes  of  wo  and  scenes  of  pleasure, 
Scenes  that  former  thoug'hCa  renevr, 

Scenes  of  wo  and  scenes  of  pleasure, 
Noir  a.  sad  and  last  adieu ! 


THE  FAREWELL  TO  THE  BRETHREN  OF  ST 

JAMES'S  LODGE,  TARBOLTON. 

Tdmb-*— "  Good  nighl,  and  joy  be  uiP  you  o'.'" 

Adieu!    a  heart-warm,  fond  adieal 

Dear  brothers  of  tho  mystic  tye ! 
Ye  favor'd,  ye  enlighten'd  few. 

Companions  of  my  social  joy ! 
Tho'  I  to  foreign  lands  must  hie, 

Pursuing  fortune's  sliddery  ba', 
With  melting  heart,  and  brimful  eye, 

111  mind  you  still,  tho'  far  awa'. 


0(1  have  T  met  your  social  band. 
And  spent  the  cheerful,  festive  night; 
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BtlRWS's    fftttW*. 

Oft,  honor'd  with  supreme  COmiMlli, 
Presided  o'er  the  siina  of  light: 

And  by  that  liieroglypliic  bright, 

Which  none  but  craflamen  ever  «it*t 

Strong  mem'ry  on  my  heart  rfmll  writa 
Tnose  happy  scenes,  wlien  far  awB''. 


May  freedom,  harmony,  and  love, 

Unite  you  in  the  grand  design, 
Beneath  the  Omniscient  Eye  above. 

The  glorious  Architect  divine ! 
That  you  may  keep  (he  unerring  line, 

Still  rising  by  the  plummet's  lav, 
Till  order  bright  completely  shine, 

Siial!  be  my  pray'r  when  far  awa'. 


And  you,  farewell!   whose  merits  claiii 

Justly,  that  highest  badge  to  wear ! 
Ilesv'n  bless  your  honor'd,  ntAle  nasM 

To  Masonry  and  Scotia  dear ! 
A  last  request  permit  me  here,  — 

Wlien  yearly  ye  assemble  a', 
One  round,  —  I  ask  it  witli  a  tear,  '— 

To  biui— the  Bwil  that's  far  »w«'! 
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FAREWELL  TO  ELIZA. 
Tvm—"  COderotf." 

From  thee,  Eliw,  I  mnst  go, 

And  from  my  native  shore; 
The  cruel  fatea  between  na  throw 

A  boundless  ocean's  roar: 
But  boundless  oceans,  roaring  wide. 

Between  my  love  and  me, 
They  never,  never  can  divide 

My  heart  and  soul  from  thee. 


Farewell,  farewell,  Eliia  dear, 

The  maid  that  I  adore ! 
A  boding  voice  is  in  mine  ear. 

We  part  to  meet  no  more. 
But  the  last  throb  that  leaves  my  beait, 

While  death  stands  victor  by, 
Tiiat  throb,  Eliza,  is  thy  part. 

And  thine  that  latesl  sigh' 
11" 
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ffiGHLAND  MAM. 
Tpne  —  "  Kdharine  Ogix.'" 

Ye  binks,  ani]  braes,  and  strestms  around 

The  castle  o'  Montgomery, 
Green  be  your  moods,  and  fair  your  flowers, 

Your  waters  never  drumlie ! 
There  simmer  first  unfauld  tier  robes, 

And  there  the  langest  tarry  ; 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fiireweel 

O'  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 


How  sweetly  bloom'it  the  gay  green  bir^ 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  bloasoni ; 
Ah  underneath  their  fragrant  shade, 

I  clasp'd  her  to  my  bosom  ! 
The  golden  houis,  on  angel  wings, 

Flew  o'er  me  and  my  dearie ; 
For  dear  to  me  aa  light  and  life 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 


Wi'  many  a  vow,  and  lock'd  emorac^ 

Our  parting  was  fu'  tender 
And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again, 

We  tore  oursels  asunder'. 
But  oh !  fell  deatli's  untimely  frost 

That  nipt  my  flower  sae  early! 
Now  green's  the  sod,  and  cauld's  the    ' 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Maiy ! 
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O,  pale,  palg  low,  those  rosy  lips, 

1  aft  hae  kiBs'ii  sae  fondly! 
And  ctw'd,  for  ay,  die  sparkling  glaace 

That  dwelt  on  me  aae  kindly ! 
And  moutii'ring  now,  in  silent  durt. 

That  heart  that  lo'd  me  dearly! 
But  slill,  within  my  bosom's  core, 

SlisU  live  my  Highland  Mary. 


TO  MARY  IN  HEAVEN. 

Thoc  ling'ring  star,  with  less'ning  ray 

That  lov'at  to  greet  the  early  morn, 
Again  thou  uaher'st  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
O  Mary !   dear  departed  shade ! 

Where  is  thy  plaee  of  blissful  test! 
Seest  Ihoii  thy  lover  lowly  laid? 

Hear'at  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast? 

That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget? 

Can  I  forget  the  hillovt'd  grove, 
Where,  by  the  winding  Ayr,  we  met, 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  love? 
Eternity  will  not  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past  ; 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace  ! 

Ah!  little  thought  we  'twas  our  last! 

Ayr..,,jrg]ing  kiss'd  his  pebbled  ijhore, 
O'erhung  with  wild-woods,  thick'ning,  green 
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Tlie  fragrant  birch,  and  hawthorn  hoar, 
Twin'd  am'rous  round  the  raptur'd  scene. 

The  flow'ra  sprung  wanton  t<i  be  preat, 
The  birds  sang  love  on  ev'ry  apray. 

Till  too,  too  Boon,  the  glowing  west 
Proolaim'd  the  speed  of  winged  day. 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  mem'ry  wake*. 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care ! 
Time  but  th'  impression  deeper  makes, 

Aa  slrenmB  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
My  Mary !   dear  departed  aliade ! 

Where  is  thy  blissful  place  of  rest? 
Seeat  thou  thy    over  lowly  laid? 

Uear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  hia  bieaat? 


ELEGY  ON  THE  LATE  MISS  BURNET, 


Life  ne'er  exulted  in  so  rich  a  prize 

Aa  Burnet,  lovely,  from  her  native  skies; 

Nor  envious  Death  so  triumph'd  in  a  blow, 

Aa  that  which  laid  the  accompliah'd  Burnet  low. 

Thy  form  and  mind,  aweet  maid,  can  I  forget? 

In  richest  ore  the  brightest  jewel  set ' 

In  tliee,  high  Heav'n  above  was  truest  shown, 

As  by  his  noblest  work  the  Godhead  best  is  known. 

In  vain  ye  flaunt  in  summer's  pride,  ye  groves ; 
Thou  crystal  streamlet,  with  thy  fiow'ry  shore, 
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Ve  woodland  choir  that  chant  ;nur  idle  loves, 
Ye  cease  to  chirm  —  Elizit  is  no  more  1 

Ye  heathy  wastes,  inmix'd  with  reedy  fena, 
Ye  mossy  Btreams,  with  sedge  and  rushes  stcf'd, 

Ye  rugged  cliffs,  o'erhanging  dreary  glens. 
To  you  I  fly  —  ye  with  my  soul  accord 

Princea,  whose  cunib'rous  pride  was  ail  their  worth. 
Shall  venal  lays  their  pompous  exit  hail ; 

And  thou,  sweet  excellence!  forsake  our  earth, 
And  not  a  muse  in  honest  grief  bewail  ? 

We  saw  thee  shine  in  youth  and  beauty's  pride, 
And  virtue's  light,  that  beams  beyond  the  sphere* . 

But,  liite  the  sun  eclips'd  at  morning  tide. 
Thou  lefl'st  UB  du'liling  in  a  world  d'  tears. 

The  parent's  heart  that  nestled  fond  in  thee. 
That  heart  how  sunk,  a  prey  to  grief  and  care ! 

So  deck'd  the  woodbine  swoet  yon  aged  tree; 
So  from  it  ravish'd,  leaves  it  bleak  sjid  bare. 


Sio  thy  tale,  thou  idle  page, 

And  rueful  thy  alarms ! 
Death  tears  the  brother  of  Acr  lo>e 

From  kabella's  arms 
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Sweetly  deck'd  with  pearly  dew 
The  morning'  rose  mny  bkw; 

But  cold,  successive  noontide  blaali 
May  lay  its  beautiea  low 

Fiir  on  Isabella's  mom 

The  sun  propitiooa  smil'd ; 
But,  long-  ere  noon,  succeeding  cloudl 

Succeeding  hopes  beguil'd. 

Fate  ofV  tears  the  bosom  chorda 

That  Nature  finest  strung; 
So  lanbelln's  heart  was  forirfd, 

And  so  that  heart  was  wrung. 

Dread  Omnipotence  aloiie 

Can  heal  the  wound  he  gave ; 

Can  point  the  brimful,  grief-vroro  ejM 
To  scenes  beyond  the  grave. 

Virtue's  blossoms  there  shall  blow, 
And  fear  no  wiUi'ring  blast; 

There  Isabella's  spotless  worth 
Shall  happy  be  at  lasL 


o.led  by  Google 


RIDDEI.,    APRIL,    17D4. 

No  more,  ye  warblers  of  the  wood,  no  more. 
Nor  pour  your  descant,  grating  on  my  soul ; 
Thou  young-eyed  Spring,  gny  in  thy  verdant   atolc, 
More  welcome  were  to  me  grim  Winter's  wildest  roar. 
How  can  ye  cliarm,  ye  floiv'rs,  with  all  your  dyes  ? 
Ye  blow  upon  the  sod  that  wraps  my  friend! 
How  can  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend? 
That  strain  flows  rouud  th'  untimely  tomb  where  Ridd«. 

Yea,  pour,  ye  warblers,  pour  the  notes  of  wo, 
And  soothe  the  Virtues  weeping  on  Cliis  bier. 
The  Man  of  Worth,  and  has  not  left  his  peer, 
Is  in  his  "  narrow  house,"  for  ever  darkly  low. 
Thee,  Spring,  again  with  joy  shall  others  greet; 
Me,  mem'ry  of  my  loss  will  only  meet. 


The  lamp  of  day,  with  ill-presaging  glare. 
Dim,  cloudy,  sunk  beneath  the  western  wave; 

Th'  inconstant  blast  howl'd  thro'  the  dark'ning  ait 
And  hollow  whistled  in  the  rocky  cave. 
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Lone  as  I  wander'd  by  each  cliff  and  dell, 
Once  the  lov'd  haunts  of  Scotia's  rojal  train.* 

Or  mus'd  where  limpid  streams,  once  hallow'd  well,* 
Or  mould'ring  ruins  mark  the  sacred  fane; J 

Th'  increiBing  blast  roar'd  round  the  beetling  roclis, 
The  clouds,  swift-wing'd,  flew  o'er  the  starry  sky. 

The  groaning  trees  untimely  ahed  their  locks. 
And  shooting  meteors  caught  the  startled  eye. 

The  paly  moon  rose  in  the  livid  east, 

And  'mong  the  clitFs  disclosed  a  stately  form, 

In  weeds  of  wo,  that  frantic  beat  her  breast, 
And  mixt  her  waiiiugs  with  the  raving  storm. 

Wild  to  my  heart  the  filial  pulses  glow, 
'TwBS  Caledonia's  trophied  shield  I  view'd ! 

Her  fomi  majestic  droop'd  in  pensive  wo. 
The  light'ning  of  her  eye  in  tears  imhu'd. 

Revers'd  that  spear,  redoubtable  in  war, 
Reciin'd  that  banner,  erst  in  fields  unfurlM, 

That  like  a  deathful  meteor  gleam'd  afar, 

And  biav'd  the  mighty  monarchs  of  the  world. 

"My  patriot  son  fills  an  untuneiy  gravel" 
With  accents  wild  and  lifted  arms  she  cried, 

"liow  lies  the  hand  thai  oft  was  stretch'd  to  save 
ijovi  lies  the  heart  that  swell'd  with  honest  pride ! 

"  A  weeping  country  joins  a  widow's  tear, 
The  helpless  poor  mix  with  the  orphan's  cryj 
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The  drooping  Arts  surround  their  patron's  frier, 
ALd  grateful  Science  heavea  the  heartfelt  sigh. 

"I  saw  my  sons  resume  their  ancient  6fe; 

I  saw  fair  Freedom's  blossoms  richly  blow; 
BtiI  ah !   how  hope  is  born  but  to  expire  ! 

Releilfle'as  (ate  h&a  laid  this  guardian  low. 

'My  patriot  talfs!  but  shall  he  lie  unsung, 
While  empty  greatness  saves  a  wotthleBS  name  ? 

No !  ev'ry  miise  shall  join  her  tuneful  tongue. 
And  lutiice  age's  hear  hia  growing  fame. 

"And  t  will  join  a  mother's  tender  care*, 
Thro'  future  times  to  make  his  virtues  last, 

That  distant  years  may  boast  of  other  Blairs!"  — 
She  sold,  and  vanish'd  with  the  sweeping  blast 


While  virgin  Sprinff,  by  Eden's  flood. 
Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green, 

Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frolic  mood. 
Or  tunes  jEolian  strains  between; 

While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace, 
Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooling  shade, 

Yet  oft,  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade ; 
12 
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While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 
By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  held, 

And  Bees,  with  self-aRproving  mind, 
Eocli  creature  on  his  bounty  fed ; 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 

The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  floWB, 

Rousing  tlie  turbid  torrent's  roar, 

Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waste  of  snowa 

So  long,  Bweet  poet  of  the  year, 

Sliall  bloom  lliat  wreath  thou  well  haat  wOT 
While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear, 

Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  sont 


FOR  TOE  AUraOKS  FATHER. 

O  TE,  whose  cheelt  the  tear  of  pity  stains. 
Draw  near  with  pious  rev'rence,  and  attend; 

Here  lie  the  loving  husband's  dear  remains. 
The  tender  father,  and  the  gen'rous  friend. 

The  pitying  heart  that  felt  for  human  wo; 

The  dauntless  heart  that  fear'd  no  human  pnJ«; 
The  friend  of  man,  to  vice  alone  a  foe, 

"For  ev'n  his  failings  lean'd  to  virtue's  side."* 
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SDBNS's  POEM9. 


FOR  R.  A.,  ESa 

Know  thoc,  O  Htranger  to  the  fame 
Of  lliLB  much  lov'J,  much  honor'd  name; 
(For  none  that  Itnew  him  need  be  told,) 
A  trarmer  heart  Death  ne'er  niikde  cold. 


ON  A  FRIEND. 

An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest, 
A3  p'er  God  with  his  image  blest; 
The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth  j 
The  friend  of  age,  the  guide  of  youth  i 
Pew  hearts,  like  his,  with  virtue  warm'd, 
Few  heads  with  knowledge  bo  infonn'd ; 
If  there's  another  world,  he  lives  in  bliss } 
If  there  is  none,  he  made  the  best  of  tbi& 


A  BAED'S  EPITAPa 

Is  there  a  whim-inspir'd  fool, 
Owre  fast  for  thought,  owre  hot  for  role, 
Owre  blate  to  seek,  owre  proud  to  inoal, 
Let  him  draw  near; 
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And  owre  this  grassy  heap  sing  dool, 
And  drap  a  tear. 

Is  titere  a  bard  of  nisttc  song, 

Who,  noteleas,  steals  the  crowds  amonj, 

TLat  weekly  this  area  tlirong, 

O,  pass  not  by ! 
But,  vitb  a  fratet-feeling  stronj^ 

Here  lieave  a  sigl^ 

Is  there  a  man  whose  judgment  clear. 
Can  others  leach  the  course  to  steer, 
Yet  runs,  bitnself,  life's  mad  career, 

Wild  aa  the  wave; 
Here  pause,  —  and,  thro'  the  starting  tear 

Survey  this  grave. 

The  poor  inhabitant  below 

Was  quick  to  learn  and  wise  to  know. 

And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow, 

And  softer  flnroe ; 
But  thoughtless  follies  laid  bim  low, 

And  siain'd  his  na.ne' 

Reader,  attend  —  whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole, 
Or  darkly  grubs  tl  s  earthly  bole. 
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Sweet  flowret,  pledge  o'  meikle  love, 
And  ward  o'  mooie  a  pray'r. 

What  heart  o'  stiine  wad  thou  nu  move, 
Sae  helpless,  sweet,  and  Tair! 

November  hirpks  o'er  the  lea. 

Chill  on  thy  lovely  form ; 
And  gane,  alas '.   the  Ehelt'ring  tree, 

Should  shield  thee  fiae  the  storm. 

May  He  who  gives  the  rain  to  pour. 
And  wings  Ihe  blast  to  blaw, 

Protect  thee  free  the  driving  showV, 
The  bitter  frost  and  snaw ! 

May  He,  the  friend  of  wo  anil  wont, 
Who  heals  life's  various  stounds. 

Protect  and  guard  tlie  mother-plant, 
And  heal  her  cruel  wounds. 

But  late  she  flourisli'd,  rooted  fast, 

Fair  on  the  summer  mom ; 
Now,  feebly  bends  she  in  the  blaat, 

Unshelter'd  and  forlorn. 

Blest  be  thy  bloom,  thou  lovely  gem, 

Unscalh'd  by  niHian  hand ; 
And  from  thee  many  a  parent  atem 

Arise  to  deck  our  land. 
12» 
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Wkt,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake, 
For  me  your  wat'ry  iiaunt  forsake  ? 
Tell  me,  fellow -creatures,  wliy 
At  my  presence  thus  you  fly  ? 
Why  disturb  your  social  joys, 
Parent,  filial,  kindred  ties? 
Common  friend  to  you  and  me, 
Nature's  gifts  to  all  are  free! 
Peaceful  keep  your  dimpling  wave, 
Busy  feed  or  ivantoa  lave; 
Or,  beneath  the  shell'ring  rock. 
Bide  tlie  surging  billoir's  shock. 


I,  blushing  for  our  race, 
Soon,  too  soon,  your  fears  I  trace; 
Man,  your  proud,  usur)ung  foe, 
Would  be  lord  of  all  below ; 
Plumca  himself  in  Freedojn's  pride^ 
Tyrant  stern  to  a]t  beside. 

The  eagle  from  the  cliffy  brow 
Marking  you,  his  prey  beloir. 
In  his  breast  no  pity  dwells. 
Strong  necessity  compels , 
But  man,  to  whom  alone  is  giv'B 
A  ray  direct  from  pitying  Hefv'^ 
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pipriea  in  his  heart  humane, 

^lul  creatures  for  his  pleasare  flaia! 


In  tli^se  savage,  1ii|uid  plains, 
Only  known  to  wanrl'ring  a  wains, 
^yiw^e  tlie  inoasy  rivlel  strays. 
Far  from  human  haunts  and  ways, 
^Ii  on  Nature  you  depend, 
And  life's  poor  aeason  pea,cefal  qieqij 

Or,  if  man's  superior  might 
Dare  invade  your  native  right. 
On  the  lofty  ether  borne, 
Man  with  all  his  powers  you  scorn; 
Swiftly  seek,  on  clanging  wings, 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs  j 
And  the  foe  you  cannot  brave. 
Scorn  at  least  to  be  his  skv& 


SONNET 


wmiTTBn  OH  THK  25th  of  januart,  1793,  tbf  niiiTii. 

L    THRUSD,    la   t 


SiNQ  on,  sweet  thrush,  upon  the  leafless  bough; 

Sing  on,  sweet  bird,  1  listen  to  tliy  strain; 

See!  agod  Winter,  'mid  his  surly  reign. 

At  thy  blithe  carol,  cluKrs  his  furrow'd  broFi 

So,  in  lone  Poverty's  dominion  drear. 

Sits  meek  Content,  with  light,  unanxiou^  b^^ 
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Welcomes  the  rapid  moments,  bids  Ihem  part, 
Not  asks  if  they  brin^  aught  to  hope  or  fear. 
I  thank  ihee,  Author  of  this  op'ning  day, 
Thoti  whose  bright  aun  now  gilds  yon  orient  ekieB 
Riches  denied,  thy  boon  was  purer  joys, 
What  wealth  could  never  give  nor  talie  away  ! 
Yet  come,  thou  child  of  poverty  and  caie ; 
The  mite  high  Heav'n  besWw'd,  that  mite  with  thee  Fll 
sbare 


ON  SENSIBILITY. 

[    DEAR  AND   HDCH    BONOREn    FRIEND,   1 


Sensibility  !  how  charming, 

T]iou,.my  friend,  canat  truly  toll; 

But  diatreaa,  with  horrors  arming. 
Thou  hast  alao  known  too  well. 

Fairest  flower,  behold  the  lily, 
Blooming  in  the  aunny  ray ; 

Let  the  blast  sweep  o'er  the  valley, 
See  it  prostrate  on  the  clay. 

Hear  the  wood-lark  charm  the  forest, 
Telling  o'er  his  little  joys ; 

Hapless  bird!   a  prey  the  surest 
To  each  pirate  of  the  skies. 

Dearly  bought  the  hidden  treasure, 
Finer  feelinga  can  bestow ; 

Chords  that  vibrate  aweetest  pleosnra, 
Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  wo. 
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Buwa's  FOEnn. 


TO  A  MOUSE, 

»K  TDKKINO  HEa  UP  in  heh  nest,  with  THB  KODfll, 

NovcMBen,  1785. 

Wee,  sleekit,  cow'rin,  tim'rous  beaatie ! 
0,  ivliat  a  panic's  in  thy  breastie! 
Thou  need  nae  start  awa  sae  Imsty, 

Wi'  bickerin  brattle  i 
I  waU  be  laith  to  riii  an'  chase  liiee^ 

Wi'  niurd'ring  pattle! 

[  truly  sorrow  man's  dominion 
Has  broken  Nature's  social  union, 
An'  justifies  that  ill  opinion 

Wbich  makes  thee  stnrtle 
At  me,  thy  poor  earth-born  companion, 

An'  fclluw-mortlil ', 

I  doubt  m,  whjles  but  thou  may  thieva! 
What  then  ?   poor  beastic,  thou  noun  hnt 

'S  a  smi'  request: 

111  get  B  blessin  wi'  the  lave. 

And  never  misa't! 

Thy  wee  bit  housie,  too,  in  ruin! 
Its  Billy  wa's  the  win's  are  strewin; 
An'  naethinj,  now,  to  big  a  new  ana, 

O'  foggage  green ; 
An'  bleak  December  win's  enauin, 

Baith  snell  and  keen* 
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Thou  saw  the  lields  laid  bore  an'  waat^ 
An'  wearj  winter  comin'  fiat, 
An'  cozie  here,  beneatli  the  blast, 

Thou  thought  to  Jwell, 
Til],  ctBsh!   the  cruel  coulter  past 

Out  thro'  thy  oelL 

That  wee  bit  heap  o'  leaves  an'  atibble 
HoH  cost  thee  munie  a  weary  nibble! 
Now  thou'at  turn'd  out,  for  a'  thy  trouble^ 

But  hoHse  or  bald. 
To  tliole  the  winter's  sleety  dribble, 

An'  cranreuch  cauld ! 

But,  mousie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane, 
In  proving  foresight  may  be  vain; 
The  best  laid  scheme  o'  mice  an'  men. 

Gang  aft  a-gley. 
An'  lea'e  us  nought  but  grief  and  pain 

For  promis'd  joy. 

Still  thou  art  blest,  compar'd  wi'  me! 
The  present  only  touoheth  thee  j 
But,  och !   I  backward  cast  my  e'e, 

On  prospects  drear ! 
An'  forward,  tho'  1  canna  see, 

I  guess  an'  fear' 
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TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISY, 
Tinunira    ore 

Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  floir'r, 
Tliou'st  met  me  in  an  evit  hour; 
For  I  maun  crush  amang  the  stoure 

Thy  slender  stem; 
To  Boare  thee  now  is  past  my  powV, 

Thou  bonie  gem, 

Alaa !   it's  no  thy  neebor  sweet, 
The  bonic  Lark,  companion  meet, 
Bending  thee  'mang  the  dewy  weet, 

Wi'  speckled  breast. 
When  upward-springing,  blithe,  to  greet 

The  purpling  east, 

Caiild  blew  the  hitter-biting  North 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth; 
Yet  cheerfully  thou  -glinted  forth 

Amid  the  storm, 
Scarce  rear'd  above  the  porent-eutb 

Thy  tender  form. 

The  flaunting  flow'rs  our  gardens  yield. 
High  sliell'ring  woods  and  wa's  maun  flhieUt 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield 

O'  clod  or  stane, 
Adorns  the  bistie  stibble-field, 

Unseen,  alane. 


o.led  by  Google 


There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad, 
Thy  snawie  bosom  sunward  spread, 
Thou  liHa  thy  unassuming  head, 

In  humb)e  guise ; 
Bat  now  tne  enare  npieara  thy  bed, 

And  low  thou  lies! 

Such  is  the  fate  of  nrttcas  maid, 
Sweet  fiow'ret  of  the  rural  shade ! 
By  love's  Himplicity  betray 'd, 

And  guileless  Irusl; 
TiQ  abe,  like  thee,  all  soil'd,  ia  laid 

Low  i'  the  dust 

Such  is  the  fate  of  simple  bard, 

On  life's  rough  ocean  Uickle'aa  stfflrr'dj 

Unskillftil  he  to  note  the  card 

Of  prudent  lore. 
Till  billows  rage,  and  gales  blonr  hard, 

And  whelm  him  o'er. 

Such  fate  to  suff'ring  worth  is  giv'n, 
Who  loiig  with  wanta  and  woes  has  nriv*n, 
By  human  pride  or  cunning  driv'n 

To  mis'ry's  brink  ; 
Till,  wrench'd  of  ev'ry  stay  but  Heav'i^ 

He,  ruin'd,  ainli ! 

lyn  thou  who  moura'd  the  daisy's  fete. 
That  fate  is  tJune  —  no  distant  date  j 
Stem  tt.uin's  ploughshare  drives,  el&td, 

pL.ll  on  thy  bloom; 
Till,  crush'd  beneath  the  furrow's  weigb* 

&M[  'be  &j  '{lo<itb. 
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BETRHS'S    FOEM3. 


TIIE  iroMBLE  PETITION  OP  BRUAR  WATER.* 

TO    TUB    HOBLE    DUKE    Of   ^TBOLE. 

Mt  lord,  I  hnoir  jour  noble  eu 

Wo  ne'er  asBaila  in  vain : 
Emboldcn'd  thus,  I  beg  you'll  bear 

Your  humble  slave  complain, — 
IIou-  saucy  Phcebus'  scorching  benms, 

In  flaming  summer-pride, 
Dry-wiUi'riiig,  waste  iny  foamy  streama, 

And  drink  my  crystal  tide. 

The  lifhtly-jump'rM^,  glowrin  trootB, 

That  thro"  my  waters  play, 
'f;  in  their  rardorn  wanton  spouts, 

They  n-iat  til's  margin  stray ; 
f,  hapleps  c'la'ace,  they  Imger  lang', 

I'm  arorc^ii^  up  bo  shallow, 
Ihey'ro  Icl  t^e  wliit'ning  stanes  nauatg. 

In  gaapiiig  death  to  wallow. 

;  ast  diy  I  grat  wi'  spile  and  teen, 

As  Foot  B*"**  came  by, 
"hut,  to  a  bard,  I  should  be  seen 

Wi'  half  ray  channel  dry  ; 
'  panegyric  rhyme,  I  ween, 

Ev'n  as  I  was,  he  shor'd  me; 
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But,  had  I  in  my  glory  been, 
He,  kneeling,  wad  ador*!!  me. 

Here,  foaming  down  the  shelvy  tOck>, 

In  twisting  strength  I  rin; 
There,  high  my  boiling  torrent  smoke* 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  linn; 
Enjoying  large  each  spring  and  well, 

As  nature  gave  them  me, 
I  am,  ttltlio'  I  say't  mysel, 

Worth  gaun  a  mile  to  see. 

Would  then  my  noble  master  pleaae 

To  grant  my  highest  wishes, 
Heli  shade  my  banks  wi'  tow'ring  tre«* 

And  bonie  spreading  biisbea ; 
Delighted  doubly,  then,  my  lord. 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks. 
And  listen  monie  a  grateful  bird 

Return  you  tuneful  thanks. 

The  sober  lav'rook,  warbling  wild, 

Shall  to  the  skies  asphe ; 
The  gowdspink,  music's  gayest  chilJ 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir; 
The  blackbird  strong,  the  lintwhite 

The  mavis  mild  and  mellow ; 
The  robin  pensive  autumn  cheer, 

in  all  her  looks  of  yellow : 

This,  too,  a  covert  shall  ensure, 
To  shield  them  from  the  storm 

And  coward  maukin  sleep  secure. 
Low  in  her  grassy  form; 
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Here  shall  the  slicpherd  make  hia  seal. 
To  weive  his  crown  of  flow'rs ; 

Or  find  a  eheltVing',  safe  retreat, 
From  prone  descending  show'rs 

And  here,  by  sweet  endearing  stealth, 

Shall  meet  the  loving  pair. 
Despising  words,  with  all  their  wealth. 

Aa  empty,  idle  care. 
The  flow'rs  shall  vie  in  all  their  charm* 

The  hour  of  heav'n  to  grace. 
And  birlis  extend  their  fragrant  arma. 

To  screen  the  dear  embrace 

Here  haply,  too,  at  verna!  dawn, 

Some  musing  bard  may  stray, 
And  eye  the  smoking,  dewy  lawn, 

And  misty  mountain  gray ; 
Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam, 

Jlild  chequ'ring  thro'  the  trees, 
Rave  to  my  darkly-dashing  stream, 

Hoarse-swelling  on  the  breeze. 

Let  lofty  firs,  and  ashes  cool, 

My  lowly  banks  o'erspread. 
And  view,  deep-bending  in  the  pool, 

Their  shadows'  wat'ry  bed ; 
Let  fragrant  birks,  in  woodbines  drert, 

My  craggy  ciiifs  adorn ; 
And,  for  the  little  songster's  neat. 

The  close  embow'ring  thorn. 

So  may  old  Scotia's  darling  hope, 
Youi  little  angel  bond. 
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Spring,  tike  tTieir  fathers,  up  to  prof 

Their  honor'd  native  land. 
So  may,  thro'  Albion's  farthest  ken, 

To  social  flowing  glasses, 
The  grace  be — "Athole's  honest  anea 

And  AtlK^e's  bonie  Ibbscs!" 


IrinrMAN  man!  curse  on  thy  barb'roua  art, 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder-aiming  eye: 
May  never  pity  soothe  tliee  with  a  sigh, 

Not  ever  pleasure  gliid  thy  cruel  heart' 

Go,  live,  poor  wand'rer  of  tbe  wood  and  field, 

The  bitter  little  thitt  of  life  remains ; 

No  more  the  tbick'ning  brakes,  and  verdant  plaiiw. 
To  tliee  shall  homo,  or  food,  or  pastime  yielJ. 

Seek,  mangled  wrelcb,  some  place  of  wonted  rest. 
No  more  of  rest,  but  now  thy  dying  bed ! 
The  shelt'ring  rushes  whistling  o'er  ihy  head. 

The  cold  earth  with  iLy  bloody  bosom  preat. 

Oft,  03  by  winding  Nith  I  musing  wait 
fhe  sober  eve,  or  hail  the  cheerful  dawn, 
ni  miss  tliee  sporting  o'er  the  dowy  lawn, 

And  curse  tlie  ruffian's  um,  and  mourn  thy  hapleas  fU& 
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Adhikikq  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace, 

These  northern  scenes  with  weaiy  feet  I  trace  [ 

O'er  many  a  winding  dale  and  painful  sleep, 

Th'  abodes  of  covey'd  grouse  and  timid  sheep, 

My  savage  journey,  curious,  I  pursue, 

nii  fani'd .  Breadalbane  opens  to  my  view. 

The  meeting  clifis  each  deep-sunk  glen  diridee, 

The  woods,  wild-scatter'd,  clothe  their  ample  eide»! 

Th'  outstretching  lake,  embosom'd  'mong  the  hilla, 

The  eye  with  wonder  and  amazement  fills ; 

Tlie  Tay,  meand'ring  sweet,  in  infant  pride, 

The  palace  rising  on  his  verdant  side  ; 

The  lawns  wood-fring'd  in  Nature's  native  taste  i 

The  hillocks  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste  ; 

The  arches  striding  o'er  the  new-born  stream  5 

The  village  glitt'ring  in  the  noontide  beam  — 


Poelic  ardors  in  my  bosom  swell, 

f^ne,  wand'ring  by  the  hermit's  mossy  cell: 

The  sweeping  theatre  of  hanging  woods ; 

r  of  headlong  tumbling  floodi  — 


Here  Poesy  might  wake  her  heav'n-tf 
And  look  thro'  Nature  with  creative 
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Here,  to  the  wronja  of  Fate  half  recorcil'i, 
Miafortnne's  lighlen'd  steps  might  wander  wild 
And  DtaappointmeDt,  in  these  lonely  bounds, 
Find  balm  to  soothe  her  bitter,  rankling  wounds; 
llorc  heart-struek  Grief  might  heov'nward  stretch  lis, 

i^nd  injur'd  Worth  forget  and  pardon  man. 


Ahobo  the  heathy  hills  and  ragged  woods, 

The  roaring  Fyera  pours  his  moaay  floods  ; 

Till  full  he  dashes  on  the  rocky  mounds. 

Where,  through  a  shapelesB  breach,  his  stream  resoundB, 

As  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow. 

As  deep  TBcoiling  surges  foam  below. 

Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  deacenda, 

And  viewless  Echo's  ear,  aatonish'd,  lends. 

Dim-seen,  tlirough  rising  mists  and  ceaselesa  Bhow^ 

The  hoary  cavern,  wide-surrounding,  low'ra. 

Slil!  tliro'  the  gap  the  struggling  river  toils. 

And  Blill  below  the  horrid  cauldron  boils  — 
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COOK  III. 

f  AJULIAH  AND  ETISTOLAEY, 


TO  MISS  CRUICKSHANKS, 


Beahteops  rose-bill],  )'oung  and  gay, 
Blooming  on  thy  early  Moy, 
Never  may'st  thou,  lovely  flower, 
Chilly  shrink  in  sleety  ahow'r! 
Never  Boreaa"  hoary  path. 
Never  Eurua'  pois'nous  breath, 
Never  baleful  stellar  liglits, 
Tamt  thee  with  untimely  blights. 
Never,  never  reptile  thief 
Riot  on  thy  virgin  leaf! 
Nor  even  Sol  too  fiercely  view 
Thy  bosom  blushing  still  wiih  dew! 


May'st  thou  long   sweet  crimson  gom, 
Kichly  deck  tJiy  native  stem ; 
Till  some  evening,  sober,  calm, 
Dropping  dews,  and  breathing  balm. 
While  all  around  the  woodland  ring*, 
And  ev'ij  bird  <!iy  requiem  eingi  j 
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How  pleasant  tlie  hanks  of  tlie  clear-winrling  Devon, 
With  green  spreading  bushes,  and  flow'rs  blooming 

But  the  boniest  flow'r  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon 
Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  braea  of  the  Ayr. 

Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet-blushing  flower. 
In  tlie  gay,  rosy  morn,  as  it  bathes  in  the  dew ! 

And  gentla  the  fall  of  the  soft  vernal  shower, 
That  steals  on  tlie  evening  each  leaf  to  renew. 

O,  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breezes, 
With  chill,  hoary  wing,  as  ye  usher  the  dawn! 

And  far  be  thon  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seizes 
Tho  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  and  lawn. 

Let  Bourbon  exult  in  hia  gay  gilded  lilies. 

And  England  triumphant  display  her  proud  rose; 

A  fairer  than  either  adorns  the  green  valleys 
Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flow* 


U.^ 
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Again  the  silent  wheels  of  time 
Tlieir  annual  round  have  driv'n, 

And  you,  tho'  scarce  in  maiden  prime, 
Are  so  much  nearer  hcav'n. 

No  gifts  have  I,  from  Indian  coasts. 

The  infant  year  to  liail ; 
I  send  you  more  tlian  India  boasts, 

In  Edwin's  simple  tale. 

Oar  eex  with  guile  and  faithleae  love 
Is  chirg'd,  perhaps  too  true  ; 

But  n>ay,  dear  maid,  each  lover  prove 
An  Edwin  stiil  to  you. 


■,   WITH   A   PREBENT    0 


Hrhg,  where  the  Scottish  muse  immortal  lives, 
In  sacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  join'd, 

Accept  the  gift;  tho'  humble  he  who  gives, 
Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind 
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So  mav  no  ruffian-feeling  in  thy  breast 
Discoraani  jar  thy  bosom-chords  among ; 

But  peace  attune  thy  gentle  soul  to  rest, 
Or  love  ecstatic  wake  hia  seraph  song: 

Or  pity's  notes,  in  lusury  of  tears, 

Ah  modest  want  the  tale  of  wo  reveals  j 

While  conscious  virtue  all  the  strain  endears. 
And  heav'n-born  p  ety  her  sanction  seals. 


'Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  friend, 

Nor  thou  the  gift  refuse. 
Nor  with  unwilling  ear  attend 

The  moralizing  muse. 

Since  thou,  in  all  thy  youth  and  chanos, 

Must  bid  the  world  adieu, 
(A  world  'gainst  peace  in  constant  arms,) 

To  join  the  friendly  few ; 

Since,  thy  gay  morn  of  life  o'ercast, 

Chil!  came  the  tempest's  lower  j 
[And  ne'er  misfortune's  eastern  blu 

Did  nip  a  fairer  flow'r ;) 
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Since  life's  gaj  scenes  must  choini  no 

Stil,  much  ja  left  behinJ ; 
Still  nobler  wedth  haat  thou  in  store,— 

The  comforts  of  the  mind  ! 

Tbioe  is  the  self-approving  glow, 

On  consciouB  honor's  part ; 
And,  dearest  gift  of  Heav'n  below, 

Thine  friendship's  truest  heart. 

The  joys  refin'd  of  sense  and  taste, 

With  every  muse  to  rove ; 
And  doubly  wore  the  Poet  blest, 

These  joya  could  he  improve 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 


Thine  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair. 
And  with  them  take  the  Poet's  prayer; 
That  Fate  may,  in  her  fairest  page. 
With  ev'ry  kindliest,  best  presage 
Of  future  bliss,  enrol  thy  name, 
With  native  worth  and  spotless  fame. 
And  wakeful  caution,  still  aware 
Of  ill  — but  chief,  man's  felon  snare  ; 
AH  blameless  joys  on  earth  we  find, 
And  al!  the  treasures  of  the  mind: 
These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward. 
So  prays  thy  faithful  friend,  the  Bard. 


o.led  by  Google 


Botma's  poEHi 


Once  fondly  lov'd,  and  ttill  remember'd  dear, 

Sweet  eirly  object  of  my  youthful  vows, 
Accept  this  mark  of  friendBhip,  worm,  sincere,  — 

Friendship!  —  'tis  all  cold  duty  now  allowa; 
And  when  you  lead  the  sinnple,  artleae  rhymes, 

One  friendly  sigh  for  him,  he  asks  do  more, 
Who  disiant  bums  in  flaming,  torrid  climes, 

Or  haply  lies  beneath  the  Atlantic  roar. 


TO  J.  B**" 


Dear  S"",  the  aleest,  paukie  thief, 
That  e'er  altenipted  stealth  or  rief. 
Ye  surely  hae  some  warlock-brcef 

Owre  human  hearts ; 
For  ne'er  a  bosom  yet  was  prief 

Against  your  arts. 

For  me,  I  swear  by  sun  and  moon 
And  ev'ry  star  that  blmka  aboan, 
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Ye've  coat  me  twenty  pair  o'  shoon, 
Just  gauii  to  see  you; 

And  ev'ry  ither  pair  that's  done, 

Mair  ta'en  I'm  wi'  you. 

That  auld  capricious  carlin,  Nature, 
To  malt  amends  for  scrimplt  stature, 
She's  turn'd  you  aff'  a  human  creature 

On  her  firat  plan, 
And  in  her  freaks,  on  ev'ry  feature, 

She's  wrote  tlie  Man. 

Just  now  I've  ta'en  the  lit  o'  rhyme. 
My  barmie  noddle's  working  prime. 
My  fancie  yerkite  up  sublime, 

Wi'  hasty  summon; 
Hae  ye  a  leisure  moment's  time 

To  hear  wliat'a  comia' 

Some  rhyme,  a  ncebor's  name  to  lash; 
Some  rhyme,  (vain  thought !]  for  needfu'  Cfl 
Some  rhyme  to  court  the  countra  clash, 

For  me,  an  aim  I  never  fash ; 
I  rhyme  for  fun! 

The  star  that  rules  my  luckless  lot, 

Has  fated  me  the  russet  coat. 

And  damn'd  my  fortune  to  the  groat 

But  in  requit, 
Has  bless'd  me  wi'  a  random  shot 


This  while  my  notion's  ta'en  a  sklent. 
To  tiy  my  fate  in  guid  black  prent : 
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But  still  the  mair  I'm  tliat  way  bent, 
Something  cries,  "  Hoolie 

I  rede  you,  honeat  man,  tak  tent ! 
Ye'U  shaw  your  folly. 

"  There's  itber  poels,  iniicli  your  betters, 
Fa.r  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o'  lutters, 
Hae  thought  they  had  insur'd  their  debtors 

A'  future  ages ;  — 
Now  molha  deform,  in  shapeless  tattera, 

Their  unknown  pagea." 

Then  fareweel  hopes  o'  laurel-boughs, 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows  ! 
Henceforth  I'll  rove  where  busy  ploughs 

Are  whistling  tlirang. 
An'  teach  the  lanely  heights  and  howea 

My  rustic  sang. 

I'll  wander  on  wi'  lentleas  heed, 
How  never-halting  moments  speed. 
Till  fate  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread; 

Then,  all  unknown, 
rU  lay  me  with  tli'  inglorious  dead, 

Forgot  and  gone ! 

But  why,  0  Death,  begin  a  tale? 

Just  now  we're  living,  sound,  and  hala! 

Then  top  and  maintop  crowd  the  sail,- 

Heavo  Care  o'er-side! 
And  large,  before  Enjoyment's  gale, 

Let's  tak  the  tide. 

This  life,  sae  far's  t  understand 
la  a'  enchanted,  fairy  land. 
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Where  Pleasure  is  iJie  magic  wand 
Tlial,  wieided  right, 

MbIib  hours,  like  minutes,  hand  in  hand, 
Dance  by  fu'  light 

The  magic  wand  then  let  us  wield, 
For,  anee  thai  five-an'-forty's  speei'd, 
See  crazy,  weary,  joyless  Eild, 

Wi'  wrinkled  face, 
Cornea  hostin,  hirplin  owre  the  field, 

Wi'  creepin  pace. 

When  ance  life's  day  draws  near  the  gloanun, 
Then  fareweel  vacant,  careless  roamin. 
An'  fareweel  cheerfu'  tankards  foamin, 

An'  social  noise ; 
An'  fareweel  deaf,  deluding  Woman, 

The  joy  of  joys  ! 

O  life !  how  pleasant  in  thy  morning  ! 
Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning! 
Cold,  pausing  Caution's  lessons  scorning, 

We  frisk  away, 
Like  Bchool-boys,  at  th'  espocted  warning 

To  joy  and  play, 

Wd  wander  there,  we  wander  here. 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier. 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near. 

Among  the  leaves ; 
And,  though  the  puny  wound  appear, 

Short  while  it  grieves. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flow'ry  spot, 

For  which  they  never  toii'd  nor  swat; 
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They  drink  the  sweet,  and  eat  the  ftt 

But  core  or  pain; 
And  haply  eye  the  barren  hut 

Witli  high  disdain. 

Wi'Ji  steady  aim,  some  Fortune  chase; 
Keen  Hope  does  ev'ty  sinew  brace ; 
Thro'  fair,  thro'  foul,  they  urge  the  race 

And  seize  the  prey; 
Then  cinie,  in  some  cozie  place. 

They  close  the  iay. 

And  others,  like  your  humble  servan', 
Poor  wights!  nae  rules  nor  roads  obsen 
To  right  or  left  eternal  swervin, 

They  zig-Mg  on ; 
Till  curst  with  age,  obscure  an'  starvin, 

They  aften  groan. 

Alaa !   what  bitter  toil  an'  straining  — 
But,  tnice  with  peevish,  poor  complaining 
Ih  Fortune's  fickle  Luna  waning? 

E'en  let  her  gang ! 
Beneath  what  iight  she  has  remairbg, 

Let's  sing  our  sang. 

My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door, 

And  kneel,  "  Ye  Powers ! "  and  wan'  '^nplow 

"Tho'  I  should  wander  Terra  o'er, 

In  all  her  climea. 
Grant  me  but  this,  I  ask  no  more, 

Ay  rowtli  o'  rhymes. 

"  Gie  dreeping  roasts  to  countra  laird* 
Till  icicles  hing  frae  their  beardi 
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Gie  fine  braw  claea  to  fine  Life-GuardB, 
And  Maida  o'  Honor ; 

And  yill  an'  whiskey  gie  to  CairdB, 
Until  they  sconner. 

"A  title,  Dempater  merits  it; 
A  garter  gie  to  Willie  Pitt; 
Gie  wealth  to  some  beleger*)!  cit, 

In  cent,  per  cent; 
But  gie  me  real,  sterling  wit, 

And  I'm  content 

"While  ye  are  pleas'd  to  keep  me  halo, 
ni  ait  down  o'er  my  scanty  meai, 
Be't  water-brosD,  or  muslin-kail, 

Wi'  cheerfu'  face. 
As  lang's  the  Muses  dinna  fail 

To  say  the  grace." 

An  anxious  e'e  I  never  throws 
Behint  my  lug,  or  by  my  nose ; 
I  jouk  beneath  Misfortune's  blows 

As  weel'a  I  may : 
Sworn  foe  to  Sorrow,  Care,  and  Proae, 

1  rhyme  away, 

O  ye  douce  folk,  that  live  by  rule, 
Gnve,  tideless-bloody,  calm,  and  cool, 
Compnr'd  wi'  you — O  fool!  fool!  fool' 

How  much  unlike ! 
Your  hearts  are  just  a  standing  pool ; 

Your  lives,  a  dyke ! 

Nae  hair-brain'd,  sentimental  traces 
In  your  unletter'd  nameless  faces, 
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In  arioao  trills  and  grsaea 

But,  gravissimo,  solemn  basses 
Ye  hum  away. 

Ye  are  sae  grave,  nae  doubt  ye're  wise 

Nae  ferly  tho'  ye  do  deapiae 

The  haiium  scainim,  ram-fitam  boys, 

The  rattlin  aquad: 
I  see  you  upward  cast  your  eyes  — 

Ye  ken  the  road. 

Whilst  I  — but  I  shall  baud  me  there  — 
Wi'  you  I'll  scarce  gang  ony  where; 
Then,  Jamie,  I  shall  say  nae  mair. 

But  quat  my  sang, 
Content  wi'  you  to  mak  a  pair, 

Whare'er  I  gang. 


EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE, 


Wdile  winds  frae  aff  Ben-Tjomond  blaw, 
And  bar  the  doors  wi'  driving  anaw, 

And  hing  us  owre  the  ingle, 
I  sit  me  down  to  pass  the  time, 
And  spin  a  verse  or  twa  o'  rhyme. 

In  hamely  westlin  jingle. 
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While  frosty  winds  olaw  in  the  drift, 

Ben  to  the  chimla  lug, 
1  grudge  a  wee  the  great  folks'  gift, 
That  live  aae  bien  and  anug: 
I  tent  less,  and  want  less, 

Their  roomy  fireside; 
But  hanker  and  canker, 
To  see  their  cursed  pride. 


It's  hardly  in  a  body's  powV 

To  keep  at  times  frae  being  sour 

To  see  how  things  are  ahar'd; 
How  best  o'  chiels  are  whiles  in  want, 
While  coofs  on  countless  thousands  rant, 

And  ken  na  how  to  wair't : 
But,'  Davie,  lad,  ne'er  fash  year  head. 

The'  we  hae  little  gear. 
We're  fit  to  win  our  daily  bread, 
As  lang's  were  hale  and  fier ; 
"Mair  spier  na,  no  fear  na,""* 
Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  feg, 
The  last  ot,  the  warat  ot, 
Is  only  for  to  beg. 
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Intended  fraud  or  guilo, 
However  Fortune  kick  the  ba', 
Has  ay  eome  cause  to  smile; 
And  mind  still,  youll  find  still, 

A  comfort  this  nae  sma'; 
Nae  mair  then,  we'll  care  then, 
Nae  farther  can  we  fa'. 


What  tho',  like  c 

We  wander  out  we  know  not  where, 

But  either  house  or  hal' ! 
Yet  nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  wood», 
The  sweeping  Tales  and  foaming  floods, 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
In  days  when  daisies  deck  the  ground, 

And  blackbirde  whistle  clear. 
With  honest  joy  our  hearts  will  bound. 
To  see  the  coming  year: 

On  braea  when  we  please,  then. 

We'll  sit  an'  eowth  a  tune; 

Syne  rhyme  till't,  we'll  time  till't, 

And  singt  when  we  hae  done. 


It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank, 
It's  no  in  wealth  like  Lon'on 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest 
It's  no  in  makin  muckle  mair, 
It's  no  in  books,  it's  no  in  lei 

To  make  ua  truly  blest; 
If  happiness  hae  not  her  seat 

And  centre  in  the  breast. 
We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or 

But  never  can  be  blest: 
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r  pi.™™, 
Could  make  us  hsppy  lang; 
The  heart's  ay  the  part  ay 

That  makes  us  right  or  wrang. 


Think  ye,  that  sic  as  you  and  I, 

Wha  drudge  an'  drive  thro'  wet  an'  dry, 

Wi'  never  ceasing  toil ; 
Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  thef, 
Wha  Bcarcly  tent  us  in  their  way, 

As  hardly  worth  their  while  ? 
Alas!   how  all,  in  haughty  mood, 

God's  creatures  they  oppress ! 
Or  else,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid. 
They  riot  in  excess ! 

Baith  careiesa  and  fearless 
Of  either  heav'n  or  heil! 
Eateeming,  and  deeming 
It's  a'  an  idle  tale ! 


Then  let  us  cheerfu'  acquiesce, 
Nor  make  our  scanty  pleasures  IWB, 

By  pining  at  our  state ; 
And,  even  should  misfortunes  come, 
I,  here  wha  sit,  hae  met  wi'  some, 

Ac'  's  thackfu'  for  tliem  yet. 
They  gie  tlie  wit  of  age  to  youth ; 

They  let  us  ken  oursel , 
They  make  us  see  the  naked  truth, 

The  real  gaid  and  ill. 
Tho'  losses  and  crosses 
Be  lesBons  right  severe, 
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There's  wit  there,  ye'll  get  there, 
Ye'U  find  na  other  where. 


But  tent  me,  Davie,  ace  o'  hearts! 

[Tc  say  aught  leas  wad  wrung  the  caitM, 

And  flatt'ry  I  detest ;) 
This  life  hns  joys  for  you  and  I ; 
And  joya  that  riches  ne'er  could  buy; 

And  joys  the  very  best 
There's  a'  the  pleasures  o'  the  heart, 

The  lover  an'  the  frien' : 
ye  hae  your  Meg,  your  dearest  pari. 
And  I  my  darling  Jean ! 
Il  warms  me,  it  charms  me. 

To  mention  but  her  name : 
It  beols  me,  it  beets  me. 
And  sets  me  a'  on  flame' 


O,  all  ye  Pow'rs  who  rule  above ! 
O  Thou,  whose-  very  self  art  love ! 
Thou  know'st  my  words  sincere! 
The  life-blood  streaming  thro'  my  heut. 
Or  my  more  dear  immortal  part, 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear : 
When  heart-corroding  care  and  grief 

Deprive  my  soul  of  rest. 
Her  dear  idea  brings  relief 
And  solace  to  my  breasL 
Thou  Being,  AU-aeeing, 

O  hear  my  fervent  pray'r! 

Still  take  lier,  and  make  hei 

Thy  most  peculiar  cara ' 
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TO  THE  SAMK 


I'm  three  timea  doubly  o'er  your  debtor 
For  your  auld-farrant,  frienly  letter, 
Thtf  I  maun  sayt,  I  doubt  ye  flatter, 

Ye  speak  sie  fair ; 
For  my  puir,  ailly,  rhymln'  cktt«r, 

Some  less  maun  sair. 

Hale  be  your  heart,  hale  be  your  fiddle  ; 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  and  diddle. 
To  cheer  you  thro'  the  weary  widdle 

O'  war'ly  cafes. 
Till  bairns'  bairns  kindly  cuddle 

Your  auld  gray  haira. 

But,  Davie,  lad,  I'm  red  ye're  glaikit ; 
Tm  teuld  the  Muse  ye  hae  negleckit. 
An'  gif  it's  sae,  ye  sud  be  licket 

Until  ye  fyke; 
Sic  hauna  hh  you  sud  ne'er  be  faikit, 

Be  hain't  wha  like. 

For  me,  I'm  on  ParnaaauB'  brink, 
Rivin  the  words  tae  gar  them  clink ; 
WhyleB  daei't  wi'  love,  whyles  daez't  wi'  drink, 

Wi'  jads  or  masons; 
An  whyles,  but  ay  owre  late,  I  think 

Braw  sober  lesaons. 
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or  a'  the  thoughtless  sons  o'  man, 
Commen'  me  to  tlie  Bardie  cian; 
Except  it  be  some  idle  plan 

O'  rhymin'  ciink, 
The  devtl-hoet,  that  I  sud  ban, 

They  ever  think. 

Nae  thought,  nae  vieiv,  nae  scheme  o'  1  vin', 
Nae  cares  lae  gie  ua  joy  or  grievin'; 
But  just  t}ie  pouchie  put  the  nieve  in. 

An'  while  aught 's  there, 
Then  hiltie,  skiltie,  we  gae  scrievin'. 

An'  fash  nae  mair. 

Leeze  me  on  rhyme !   it's  ay  a  treaaure, 
My  chief,  amiiat  my  only  pleaauro. 
At  hame,  a-fiel',  at  wark  or  leisure, 

The  Muse,  poor  hizzie, 
Tho'  rough  an  raploch  be  her  measure, 

She's  seldom  lazy. 

H&ud  tae  the  Muse,  my  daintie  Davie  1 
The  warl'  may  play  you  monie  a  shavie, 
But  for  the  Muse,  she'll  never  leave  ye, 

Tho'  e'er  sae  puir ; 
Na,  ev'n  tho'  limpin  wi'  ihe  epavia 

Frae  door  to  doc«, 
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It  pat  me  fidgin-faiii  to  hear't, 
AxA  sae  about  him  there  I  spier't, 
Then  a'  that  kent  him  ^round  declai'd 

He  had  ingine, 
Th^  nane  escell'ii  it,  few  cam  neart, 

It  waa  Eae  fine. 

That  set  him  to  a  pint  of  ale, 
An'  either  douce  or  meny  tale, 
Of  rhymea  an'  sangs  he'd  made  himsel, 

Or  witty  catches, 
Tween  Inverness  and  Teviotdale, 

He  had  few  matches. 

Then  up  I  gat,  an'  sivore  an  aith, 

Tho'  I  should  pawn  my  pleiigh  and  graitli, 

Or  die  a  cadgcr-pownie's  death, 

At  Bome  dyke-bacli, 
A  pint  an'  gill  Fd  gie  them  baith 

To  hear  your  crack. 

But  first  an'  foremost,  I  sliould  tell, 
Amaist  as  Boon  as  I  could  spell, 
1  to  the  crambo-jingle  fell, 

Tho'  rude  an'  rough. 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  eel, 

Does  weel  enough. 

I  am  nae  poet,  ir  a  sense, 

But  ju3t  a  rhymer,  like,  by  chance 

An'  hae  to  learning  nae  pretence; 

Yet  what  tlia  matter? 
Whene'er  my  Muse  does  on  me  glanco, 

I  jingle  at  her 
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Your  critlc-ftJk  may  cock  their  nose, 
And  aay,  "How  can  you  e'er  propose, 
You  wha  ken  hardly  verae  frao  pnxe. 

To  mak  a  sang  ?  " 
But,  by  yo>'r  leavea,  my  learned  foe^ 

Ye're  may  be  wrang. 

What'a  a'  your^gon  o'  your  achoolg, 
Your  Latin  names  for  homa  an'  stoola. 
If  honest  Nature  made  you  fools  ? 

What  sairs  your  gratnman? 
Ye'd  better  taen  up  apides  and  shool^ 

Or  knappin-hammera. 

A  aet  o'  dull,  conceited  ha^fis 
Confuse  their  brains  in  college  clasaoa  j 
They  gang  in  stirks,  and  come  out  asae^ 

Plain  truth  to  apeak ; 
Ad'  syne  they  think  to  climb  Farnassua 

By  dint  o'  Greet ! 

iGie  me  ae  apark  o'  Nature's  fire, 
JThat's  a'  the  learning  I  desire ; 
(Then,  tlio'  I  drudge  thro'  dub  an'  mire, 

At  pleugh  or  cart, 
My  Muse,  tho*  hamely  in  attire. 

May  touch  the  heart, 

O  for  a  spunk  o'  Allan's  glee. 

Or  PergusBon's,  the  bauld  and  slee. 

Or  bright  Lapraik's,  my  friend  to  b«^ 

If  1  can  hit  it! 
That  would  be  lear  enough  for  me, 

If  I  could  get  it ' 
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Now,  sir,  if  ye  hae  friends  enow, 
Tho"  real  fiiends,  I  b'lieve,  are  few, 
Vet,  if  your  catalogue  be  foa. 

Bat  gif  ye  want  a  friend  that's  true, 
I'm  on  your  list. 

I  winnn,  blaw  about  mysel; 

As  ill  I  liice  my  fauts  to  tell ; 

Bnt  friends  and  folk  that  wish  me  well 

They  sometimea  roose  me 
Tho'  1  maun  own,  as  monie  still 

Aa  far  abuse  me. 

There's  ae  wee  faut  they  whyles  lay  to  mo- 

I  like  the  laases  —  Gude  forgie  me! 

For  monie  a  plack  they  wheedle  frae  mo, 

At  dance  or  fair; 
May  be,  some  ither  thing  they  gie  me. 

They  weei  can  spare. 

But  Mauchline  race,  or  Mauchline  fair, 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there; 
We'se  gie  ae  night's  discharge  to  care, 

If  we  forgather, 
An'  hae  a  swap  o'  rhymin-ware 

Wi'  ane  anither. 

The  four-gill  chap,  we'se  gar  him  clatter, 
An'  kirsen  him  wi'  reekin  water ; 
Syne  well  sit  down  an'  tak  our  whKter, 

To  cheer  our  heart; 
An'  faith,  we'se  be  acquainted  better 
Before  we  part. 
15* 
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Awa,  ye  selllah,  warly  race, 

Whi  think  that  having,  aensc  an'  grace, 

£v'n  love  and  frieailahip  should  give  place 

To  catch-the-p!ack ! 
I  dinna  like  to  see  your  face, 

Ncr  hear  your  crack. 

But  ye  whom  social  pleasure  cliarma, 
Whose  hearts  the  tide  of  kindneaa  warma, 
Who  hold  your  being  on  tiie  terms,  — 

"Each  aid  the  others!" 
Come  to  my  bowl,  come  to  my  arms, 

My  irienda,  my  brolheial 

But,  to  conclude  my  lang  epistle, 

Aa  my  auld  pen's  ivorn  to  the  griaale ; 

Twa  lines  frae  you  wad  gar  me.fissle, 

Who  am,  most  fervent. 
While  I  can  either  sing  or  whisale, 

Your  fnend  and  servant. 


TO  THE  SAME. 
APRIL  31, 1785. 

While  new-ca'd  itye  rout  at  the"  stak^ 
An'  powniea  reek  in  pleugh  or  braik, 
This  hour  on  e'enin's  edge  I  take, 

To  own  I'm  debtor 
To  honest-hearted,  auld  Lapraik, 

For  hia  kind  letter. 
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Porjesket  sair,  with  weary  legs, 
Ra.Ulin  the  corn  out  owre  the  rigs, 
Or  dealing  thro'  amang  the  nags 

Tlieir  ten-hours'  bite, 
Mj  awkwart  Muse  sair  pleads  and  bega 

I  would  na  write. 

Tlie  tapetleas,  ramfeeil'd  hizzie, 

She's  salt  at  best,  and  something  lazy ; 

Quo'  she,  "Ye  ken  we've  been  sae  busy 

This  month  an'  mair, 
That,  trouth,  my  head  is  growu  right  dixd; 

And  something  sair." 

Her  dowff  excuses  pat  me  mad ; 
"Conscience I"  says  I,  "ye  thowless  jad '• 
ni  write,  an'  that  a  hearty  blaud, 

This  vera  night; 
So  dbna  ye  affront  your  trade. 

But  rhyme  it  right 

"Shall  bauld  Lapraik,  the  king  o'  hearta, 
Tho'  mankind  were  a  pack  of  cartes, 
Roose  you  sae  weel  for  your  deserts, 

In  terms  sae  friendly. 
Yet  yell  neglect  to  show  your  parts, 

And  thank  him  kindly  ' '' 

Sae  I  gat  paper  in  a  blink, 

And  down  gaed  stumpie  in  the  ink ) 

Quoth  1,  "Before  1  sleep  a  wink, 

I  vow  I'll  close  it; 
An'  if  you  winna  mak  it  cUnk, 

By  Jove  III  prose  it ' '' 
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Bae  I've  begun  to  scrawl,  but  whether 
In  rhyme  or  prose,  or  baith  thegither, 
Or  some  hotch-potch  that's  rightly  neitlior. 

Let  time  mak  proof; 
But  I  shall  scribble  down  some  blether 

Just  clean  aff-loof. 

My  worthy  friend,  ne'er  grudge  an'  catp, 
Tho'  fortune  use  you  hard  an'  sharp ; 
Come,  kittle  up  your  moorland  harp 

Wi'  gleesome  touch ! 
Ne'er  mind  how  Fortune  waft  an'  warp; 

She's  but  a  b-tch. 

She's  gien  me  monie  a  jest  an'  fleg 
Sirf  I  could  striddle  owre  a  rig ; 
But,  by  the  L — d,  tho'  I  should  beg 

Wi'  loyart  pow, 
ril  laugh  an'  sing,  an'  shake  my  leg, 

Aa  iang's  I  dow ! 

Now  comes  the  sax-an'-twentieth  Bimmei 
Fve  seen  the  bud  upo'  the  timmer, 
Still  pereecuted  by  the  limmer, 

Frae  year  to  year; 
But  yet,  despite  the  kittle  kimmer, 

I,  Rob,  am  here. 

Do  ye  envy  the  city  gent, 

Behind  a  kist  to  lie  and  skient, 

Or  purse-proud,  big  wi'  cent,  per  ceoL, 

And  muckle  waue, 
Id  some  bit  burgh  to  represent 

A  bailie's  name  ? 
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Or,  ist  the  paiighty,  feudal  thane, 
Wi'  rutHed  sark  an'  glancing  cane 
Wha  thinks  hinuel  nae  she^-sh&nk  bnw. 

But  lordly  stalks, 
While  caps  and  btmnets  niT  are  taea. 

As  by  he  walks  ? 

"O  Thou,  wha  gies  us  each  guid  gift, 

Then  tarn  me,  if  Thou  please,  adrift, 
Thro'  Scotland  wide; 

Wi'  cita  nor  liurda  I  wadna  sliifl. 
In  a'  their  pride ! " 

Were  this  the  charter  of  our  state  — 
"  On  pain  of  hell  be  rich  an'  great," 
Damnation  then  would  be  our  fate. 

Beyond  remead ; 
But,  thanks  to  Heav'n !  that's  no  the  gate 

We  learn  our  creed;  — 

For  thus  the  royal  mandate  ran. 
When  first  llie  human  race  began  — 
"The  Bi>cial,  friendly,  honest  man, 

Whate'er  he  be, 
'TIS  he  fttlfila  great  Nature's  plan, 

An'  none  but  he!" 

O,  mandate  glorious  and  divine ! 
The  ragged  followers  of  the  Nine, 
Vooi  thoughtless  devils !   yet  may  HhlM 

In  glorious  light; 
While  sordid  sons  of  Mammon'i  lins 

Are  dark  as  nighL 
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Tho'  here  they  acrape,  an'  squeeze,  an'  grairii 
Their  worthleas,  neivefu'  of  a  soul 
Hay  io  some  future  carcass  howl, 

The  forest  fright ; 
Or  in  some  day-detestjng  owi 

May  shun  the  liffht 

Then  may  Laprait  ond  Bums  arisei 
To  reach  their  native,  kiniired  slues, 
And  sing  their  pleasures,  hopes,  an'  joyi. 

In  some  mild  sphere, 
Still  closer  knit  in  friendship's  tics 

Each  passing  year ! 


TO  W.  S«»*"N. 

OCHILTREE,   MAT,    1785. 

I  oAi'  yoQT  letter,  winsome  Willie; 
Wi'  grateful  heart  I  thank  you  brawlia 
Tho'  I  maun  say't,  I  wad  be  silly. 


But  Pso  believe  ye  kindly  meant  it; 
T  Bud  be  kith  to  think  ye  hinted 
Ininic  satire,  sidelins  sklented, 

On  my  poor  Musie ; 
Thi^  in  aic  phraisin  terms  ye've  peiu'd  iL 

I  scarce  excuse  ye 


o.ied  by  Google 


iSy  Henaes  wad  be  in  a  creel. 
Should  I  but  dare  a  hope  to  speel, 
Wi'  Allan,  or  wi'  Gilberiiield, 

The  braes  o'  fame; 
Or  Pergussnn,  the  writer-chiel, 

A  deathless  name. 

(O  Perguason !  thy  glorious  parlB 
ni  suited  law'a  dry,  musty  arts ! 
My  curse  upon  your  whunstane  hencta, 

Ye  E'nburgh  gentry! 
The  tithe  o'  what  ye  waste  at  cartes 

Wad  stow'd  Ilia  pantry!) 

Vet  when  a  tale  comes  i'  my  head, 

Or  lasses  gie  my  heart  a  screed, 

As  whylos  tliey're  like  to  be  my  dead, 

(O,  sad  disease !) 
I  kittle  up  my  rustic  reed, — 

It  gics  me  ease. 

Anid  Coila  now  may  fidge  fii'  fain, 

She's  gotten  poets  o'  her  ain, 

Chiela  wha  their  chantera  wiima  faain, 

But  tune  their  lays 
Till  echoes  a'  resound  again 

Her  weel-sung  praise. 

Nae  poet  thought  her  worth  his  whilo 
To  set  her  name  in  measur'd  style ! 
She  lay  like  some  unkenn'd-of  isle 

Beside  New  Hullajid, 
Oi  whare  wild-meeting  oceans  boil 

Besouth  Magella  i. 
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BtfRHs'a  FOEMS. 

lUmsaj  an'  famous  Fergiiseon 
Gled  Forth  an'  Tay  a  lift  abooQi 
Yarrow  an'  Tweed,  to  monie  a  tune, 

Onre  Scotland  rings; 
While  Irwin,  Lagar,  Ayr,  an'  Doon, 

Nae  body  sings. 

Th'  lllisBUB,  Tiber,  Thacoes,  an'  Seine, 
Glide  aweet  in  monie  a  tuncfu'  line! 
But,  Willie,  set  your  fit  to  mine, 

An'  cock  your  creat; 
Well  gar  our  streams  and  burnies  bIum 

Up  wi'  the  best. 

Well  aing  auld  Coiia's  plains  an'  fells. 
Her  moors  red-brown  wi'  heather  bells. 
Her  banks  and  braea,  her  deoa  an'  della, 

Where  glorious  Wallace 
Aft  bure  the  gree,  aa  story  tella, 

Frae  Southron  billiea. 

At  Wallace's  name,  what  Scottish  blood 
But  boils  up  in  a  spring-tide  flood? 
Oft  have  our  fearless  fathers  strode 

By  Wallace's  side. 
Still  pressing  onward,  red-wat  shod, 

Or  glorious  died. 

O  swoet  are  Coilas  haughs  an'  woods, 
When  lintwhitea  chant  amang  tJie  bu^ 
And  jiiAin  hares,  in  amorous  whida. 

Their  loves  enjoy. 
While  th  o'  the  braea  the  aushat  crooda 

Wi'  wailfu'  cry ! 
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Ev*!!  winter  bleak  has  charms  to  me, 
When  winds  rave  tliro'  tlie  naked  treO} 
Or  frosta  on  hilla  of  Ocliillreo 

Are  hoary  grny; 
Or  blinding'  drills  wild  furious  flee, 

Dirk'ning  tlie  day ! 

O  Nature!   a'  thy  shews  an  fornra 

To  fueling,  pensive  hearts  hae  chams! 

Wheilicr  the  summer  kindly  waring, 

Wi'  life  an'  light, 
Or  winter  howls,  in  gusty  storms, 

The  lang-,  dark  nigl.t! 

The  Muse,  nae  poet  ever  fand  her, 
Till  by  himsel  he  iearn'd  to  wander, 
Adown  some  Uotting  burn's  meander, 

An'  no  think  lang! 
O,  B'iveet  to  stray  an'  pensive  ponder 

A  heart-felt  sang ! 

The  warly  race  may  drudgo  an'  drive, 
Hog-shoulh"'  junilie,  stretch,  an'  strive 
Let  me  fair  ijature's  face  descrive, 

And  I,  wi'  pleasure. 
Shall  let  the  busy,  grumbling  hive 

Bum  oivre  their  treasure. 

Fftreweel,  "my  rhyme^om posing  brither!" 
We've  been  owre  lang  unkenn'd  to  illjer; 
Now  let  us  lay  our  heads  thegither, 

In  love  fraternal ; 
May  E^vy  wallop  in  a  tether. 

Black  fiend,  infernal' 
16 
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White  Higiilandmen  hate  tolls  an'  taxe*, 
While  moorlan'  herds  like  guid  fat  braxiei, 
While  terra  Jirma  oa  her  axis 

Diurnal  turns, 
Connt  on  a  friend,  in  failh  an'  practice, 

In  Robert  Bintna. 


My  memory'B  no  worth  a  preen; 

I  had  amaist  forgotten  clean, 

Ye  bade  me  write  you  what  they  raeaa 

By  tliis  New  Light," 
•Bout  which  our  herds  sae  aft  hue  beet 

Maist  like  txi  light. 

In  days  when  mankind  were  but  callans 

At  grammar,  logic,  and  aic  talents. 

They  took  nae  pains  their  speech  to  balance 

But  Bpak  (heir  thoughts  in  plain,  br^d  Lallians, 
Like  you  or  me 

In  thae  auld  times,  they  thought  the  moon 
Just  like  a  sark,  or  pair  o'  shoon, 
Wore  by  degrees,  till  her  laat  roon, 

Gaed  past  th-ir  viewin'i 
An'  shortly  after  she  was  done. 

They  gat  a  new  one. 


o.led  by  Google 


Thig  ,-vut  fiT  cei  %»    niiaiipufd , 

It.  nesr  tan  in  thui   ufnils  to  doubt  it 

Till  chiels  gat  up  ai^  wad  confute  it, 

An'  ca'd  n:  wrang, 
An'  miti-lile  dm  tliPrP  wns  about  it, 

Baith  loud  tind  lang 

Some  herds,  Heel  learn'd  iipo'  the  beuk, 
Wad  tlirpap  aiild  folk  tin'  tliini  misteuk, 
For  'twas  the  auld  moon  turn'd  a  neuk, 

An'  out  o'  sight, 
An'  backlm-j  cimin    to  the  IpuK, 

&he  grew   mair  bright. 

Thia  »aa  denied,  it  was  affirm'd, 

The  htrda  an'  Iiisslea  were  alann'd. 

The  rev'rend  graj  beirdo  rav'd  an'  atorm'd, 

That  beardleta  laddioa 
Should  tllink  tliey  bUtPr  Here  inform'd 

Than  diLir  auld  daddiea 

Prae  leos  to  mair  it  gaed  to  aticka , 
Frae  words  an'  nitlis  Id  blour'5  an'  mcks; 
And  monie  a  fallow  gat  his  licka, 

Wi'  heajiy  criint , 
An'  some,  to  learn  them  for  their  triclu, 

Were  hang'd  an'  hrmL 

This  game  waa  plaj'd  in  monie  londa, 
An'  auld  light  cadditi  bure  aic  hands, 
That,  faith    Ihp  \oungsters  took  the  aandl 

Wi'  ninbli'  ahinka, 
Till    Birds  forbade,  by  strict  commands, 

Sic  bluidy  pranks. 
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Btit  new-liffht  herds  gat  sic  a  cowe. 
Folk  thouglit  them  rnm'd  stick  an  stow^ 
Till  now  aniftist  on  ev'ry  knowe, 

Ye'll  find  aiie  placM; 
An'  Borne,  their  new-light  fair  avow, 

Juat  quite  bare-fac'd, 

Nae  doubt  the  aiild-light  flocka  are  bleatio; 
Their  zealous  herds  are  vex'd  an'  sweatin; 
llyscl,  I've  even  seen  them  greetin, 

VVi'  girniii  spile, 
To  hear  the  moon  sae  sadly  lied  on, 

By  word  an'  write. 

But  snortly  they  will  cowe  the  louns ; 
Some  niild-light  herds  in  neelior  towns 
Are  mind'I,  in  things  they  ca'  balloona. 

To  tak  a  flight, 
An'  stay  ae  month  amang  the  moons, 

An'  see  them  rigliL 

Cuid  observation  they  will  gie  them, 

An'  wlion  tlie  auld  moon's  gaua  to  lea'e  them. 

The  hindmost  shaird,  they'll  fetch  it  wi'  Uiem, 

Just  i'  their  pouch ; 
An'  wher.  the  new-light  billies  see  them, 

I  think  they'll  crouch  ! 

Sae  ye  observe  that  a'  this  clatter 

Is  naething  but  a  "moonshine  matter;" 

Sut  tlio'  di  11  prose-folk  Latin  flatter, 

In  logic  tulzie, 
I  hope  we  Bardies  ken  some  better 

Tlian  mind  sic  brulzie 
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BCKnaa  Poeus> 


tPISTLE  TO  J.  R" 


O  1 3vea,  rude,  ready-witted  R*****», 
The  wale  o'  cocks  for  fun  and  drinkia 
There's  monie  godly  tollis  are  thiiikin, 

Your  dreams*  an'  tricks 
Will  send  you,  Korali-like,  a  sinkin. 

Straight  to  auld  Nick's. 

Ye  hae  aae  roonie  cracka  an'  cants. 
And  in  your  wicked,  drucken  rants, 
Ye  mak  a  devil  o'  the  s^iunts, 

\nd  fill  them  fou  ■ 
And  tt  H  n'  Traitti, 

Ar  thr 


Think,  wicked  sinner,  wha  ye're  Bkaiihing, 
It's  just  the  blue-gown  badge  an'  claithing 
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0'  saunla ;   tak  that,  ye  Ica'e  them  naetUni 

To  ken  them  by, 
Pme  ony  unregen'rate  heathen. 

Like  yon  or  I. 

Pve  sent  you  here  some  rhyming  ware, 
A'  that  I  bargain'd  for,  an'  mair; 
8ae,  when  ye  hae  an  hour  to  apaie, 

I  will  expect 
Your  aang,*  yell  aen't  wi'  cannie  care. 

And  no  neglect. 

Tho'  faith,  ama'  heart  hae  I  to  sing ! 
Illy  Muse  daw  scarcely  spread  her  wing 
I've  play'd  myael  a  bonie  spring, 

An'  itanc'd  my  fill  I 
Pd  better  gaen  an'  sair'd  the  king, 

At  Bunker's  Hill ! 

Twas  ae  night,  lately,  in  my  fun, 

I  good  a  roving  wi'  the  gun. 

An'  brought  a  paitrick  to  the  gnin, 

A  bonie  hen; 
An',  as  Ihe  twilight  was  begun. 

Thought  nans  wad  ken. 

The  poor,  wee  thing  waa  little  hurt, 

I  Blraikit  it  a  wee  for  aport. 

Ne'er  thinkin  they  wad  faah  me  for*!, 

But  deil-may-care ! 
Somebody  tells  Ihe  poacher-court 

The  hale  affair. 
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Soine  ),ii1d-us'd  hands  had  tacn  a  note 
That  sic  a  hen  had  got  a  slie*; 
I  waa  suspected  for  the  plot; 

I  Hcorn'i!  lo  lie. 
So  gat  the  whissle  o'  my  groat. 

An'  pay't  the  fee. 

B  t,  hj  n  y     un   o   ^una  the  wale 
An  by  ny  p  uihe      n  mj   1  a  1, 
An   by      y  hen    an   by  he    ta  1 

The  gmne  ahall  pay,  o  er  moat  an   dsl^ 
For  this,  nieat  year. 

Aa  soon'a  the  clockin-tiiiie  is  by, 
An'  the  wee  pouts  begin  to  cry, 
L — J,  I'se  hae  sportin  by  an'  by, 

Por  my  gowd  guinea, 
Tho'  I  should  herd  the  buckskin  kye 

For't  in  Virginia. 

Trowth,  lliey  had  mucklo  for  to  blamo! 
Twos  neither  broken  wing  nor  limb, 
But  twa-three  drapa  about  the  waine. 

Scarce  thro'  tlie  feathera 
An'  baith  a  yellow  George  to  claim, 

An'  thole  their  blethers ! 

It  pits  me  ay  as  mad's  a  hare; 

So  I  can  rhyme  nor  write  nae  raair 

But  peimyworths  again  is  fair, 

When  time's  expedient 
Meanwhile,  I  am,  respected  sir, 

Your  moat  obedieoL 
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TO  DR.  BLACKLOlJK. 

KLLISLAHD,   OCTOBER,   21,    1789. 

Wow,  but  your  letter  made  me  vauntia  i 
And  are  ye  hale,  and  weel,  and  cantie  •' 
I  kenn'd  it  still  your  wee  bit  jauntie 

Wad  bring  ye  to; 
Lord  send  ye  ay  as  weel's  I  want  ye, 

And  then  ye'U  do. 

The  ill-thief  blaw  the  Heron*  south ! 
And  never  drink  be  near  his  drouth' 
He  tald  mysel,  by  word  o'  mouth, 

He'd  tak  my  letter; 
I  lippen'd  to  the  cliiel  in  Irouth, 

And  bade  noe  better. 

But  aibjins  honest  Master  Heron 
Had  at  the  time  some  dainty  fair  one, 
To  ware  his  theologic  care  on, 

And  holy  study; 
And  tir'd  o'  sauls  to  waste  his  lear  on 

E'en  tried  the  body. 

But  what  d'ye  think,  my  trusty  tier, 
Pm  turn'd  a  guager  —  peace  be  here ! 
Pftrnaasion  queens,  I  fear,  I  fear 
'  Ye'U  now  disdain  i 
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And  then  ciy  tifly  pounds  a  year 
Will  little  gain  me. 

Ve  glaikit,  g'leesome,  daintie  damiea 
Wha,  by  Caatajia's  wlmplin  strcamies, 
Lowp,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limbief, 

Yo  ken,  ye  kon 
That  string  necessity  supreme  is 

'Mang  sona  o'  men. 

I  hae  a  wife  an'  tiva  wee  laddies ; 

They  maun  hae  brose  and  brats  o'  duddtea 

Ye  ken  yoursela  my  heart  right  proud  is, 

I  need  nae  vaunt, 
But  111  sned  besoms  —  thraw  saugh  woodiei, 

Before  tliey  want. 

Lord  help  mc  thro'  tJiis  warld  o'  care' 
I'm  weary,  sick  o't  late  and  air! 
Not  but  1  hae  a  richer  share 

Than  monie  ithera : 
But  why  should  ae  man  better  fare, 

And  a'  men  brithers  ? 

Come,  Firm  Resolve,  take  thou  ihe  ran, 

Thou  Hialk  o'  ctirl-hemp  in  man ! 

And  let  ub  mind,  faiut  heart  ne'er  waa 

A  lady-fair ; 
Wha  does  the  utmost  tliat  he  can, 

Will  whyles  do  mair. 

But  to  conclude  my  silly  rhyme, 

{I'm  scant  o'  verse,  and  scant  o'  time,) 

To  make  a  happy  fire-aide  clime 
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My  compliments  to  sister  Beokie ; 
And  eke  the  same  to  honest  Lucky, 
1  wat  she  is  a  dainty  chuckle, 

As  e'er  trod  clay ! 
An'  gratefully,  my  guid  aiild  cookie, 

I'm  yours  for  ay, 

Robert  Boshs 


TO  COLONEL  DE  PEYSTER. 

DOMFRIES,  1796. 

Mr  honoi'd  Colonel,  deep  I  feel 
Your  int'rest  in  tlie  Poet's  weal; 
Ah !    how  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  speel 

The  steep  Pamaseus, 
Surrounded  thus  hy  bolus  pill, 

And  potion  glasses. 

O,  what  a  cantie  world  were  it, 

Would  pain,  and  care,  and  sickness  spare  it; 

And  fortune  favor  worth  and  merit, 

As  they  deserve: 
(And  ay  a  rowth,  roast-beef  and  claret ; 

Syne  wha  wad  starve?) 

Dame  Life,  tho'  fiction  out  may  trick  her, 
And  in  paste  gems  and  fripp'iy  deck  lieri 
Oh!  flick'ring,  feeble,  and  unsicker 
I'vo  found  her  still. 
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Ay  wav'ring  like  the  willow  wicker, 
'Tween  good  and  ill. 

Then  that  curst  carmagnole,  auld  Sat&n, 
Watches,  like  baudrana  by  a  rattan, 
Our  ainfu'  saul  to  get  a  cleut  on, 

Wi'  felon  ire; 
Syne,  whip !  hia  tail  ye'll  ne'er  caat  eaut  on, 

He's  aff  like  fire. 

All,  Nick !  ah,  Nick  1  it  is  na  fair. 
First  showing  us  the  tempting  ware. 
Bright  wines  and  bonie  lasaea  rare. 

To  put  us  daft; 
Syne  weave,  unseen,  thy  spider  snare, 

O'  hell's  damn'd  waft. 

Poor  man,  the  flic,  aft  bizzles  by. 
And  aft  as  chance -he  comes  thee  nigh, 
Thy  auld  damn'd  eihow  yeiiks  wi'  joy. 

And  hellish  pleasure ; 
Already  in  thy  fancy's  eye 

Thy  sicker  treasure. 

Soon,  heels  o'er  gowdie!  in  he  gangs. 
And,  like  a  sheep-head  on  a  tanga. 
Thy  giming  laugh  enjoys  hia  panga 

And  murd'ring  wiuslie. 
As,  dangling  in  the  wind,  he  hangs, 

A  gibbet's  tassel. 

But,  lest  you  think  1  am  uncivil. 

To  plagtie  you  with  this  draunting  drivel, 


o.led  by  Google 


Abjuring  n 

I  qiiat  my  pen; 
The  Lord  prcaorv-e  us  frae  the  dflvil. 

Amen!   Anient 


AuLD  comrade  dear,  and  brither  sinner, 
How's  a'  the  folk  about  Gl— iic — r? 
How  do  you  this  blae  eastlin  wind, 
That's  like  to  blaw  a  body  blind  ? 
For  rae,  my  faculties  are  frozen, 
My  dearest  meniLer  nearly  dozen'd! 
IVe  sent  you  here  my  Johnny  Simson, 
TwB  sage  philosophers  to  glimpse  on, 
Smith,  vi'  his  sympathetic  feeling. 
An'  Reid  to  common  sense  appealing. 
Philosophers  have  fought  an'  wrangled, 
And  meikle  Greek  an'  Latin  mangled, 
Till  wi'  their  logic-jargon  tir'd, 
An'  in  the  depth  of  science  mir'd, 
To  common  sense  they  now  appeal 
What  wives  and  wabsters  see  an'  feel : 
But  hark  ye,  friend,  I  charge  you  strictlj 
Peruse  them  an'  return  them  quickly; 
For  now  I'm  grown  sae  cursed  douce, 
I  pray  an'  ponder  hitt  the  house. 
My  shins,  my  lane,  1  there  sit  roastin, 
Feruaing  B'lnyan,  Brown,  atd  Bosuin- 
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Till  by  an'  by,  if  I  haui!  on, 
111  grunt  a  real  Gospel  groan , 
Already  I  bpgin  to  try  it. 
To  cast  ni}   een  up  like  a  pyet, 
When  by  tlif>  giin  'ihe  lumblea  o'er, 
FIjtt'nng  an'  gispiiig  in  her  gore: 
See  shortly  you  sh  ill  see  me  bright, 
A  burning  an'  a  ebining  light. 

My  heart  warm  love  to  giiiil  auM  Glen, 
The  ace  an'  nnle  of  hone,t  men; 
Wlien  bending  down  iv  th  auld  gray  hairs, 
Beneath  the  load  of  years  and  cares, 
May  he  who  made  him  'JtiU  support  him, 
An'  viens  be)ond  the  grave  comfort  him. 
His  wurtliy  fjni'ly  far  and  near, 
God  bless  them  a'  « i'  grace  and  gear. 

My  auld  dcIiooI  fello«,  Preacher  Willie, 
The  manly  tar,  my  maoon  Cillie, 
An'  Auchenh'iy,  I  wish  him  joy; 
If  he's  a  jiarent,  lasa  or  boy. 
May  he  be  dad,  and  Meg  the  mither. 
Just  live  an'  forty  years  thejilher ! 
An'  no  forgetting  wabster  Charlie, 
I'm  tauld  he  offers  very  fairlj 
An',  L — d,  rPm ember  smging  Sannock, 
Wi'  hale  breeks,  saxpence,  an'  a  bannockj 
And  next,  mv  auld  acijuiint'ince,  Nancy, 
Since  she  is  fitted  to  her  tancy ; 
An'  her  kind  stars  hie  anted  till  her 
A  guid  chiei  wi'  a  pickle  siller 
Jly  kindest,  best  respects  I  sen'  it, 
To  couDin  Kate,  an'  sister  Janet; 
Tell  them  frae  me,  wi'  chiels  be  cautiout, 
17 
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For  faith,  Ihcy'U  aiblins  fin'  ihem  faahioua* 

To  grant  a  heart  is  fairly  civil, 

But  to  grant  a  niaidenheiid'a  tho  deril! 

An'  lastly,  Jamie,  for  yoursel, 

May  guardian  aiigols  talt  a  spell, 

An'  steer  you  seven  miles  south  o'  heb 

But  first,  before  you  see  heav'n's  glory, 

May  ye  get  monie  a  merry  story, 

Monie  a  laugh  and  inonie  a  drink, 

An'  ay  enongh  o'  needfu'  clink. 

Now  fare  ye  weel,  an'  joy  be  wi'  you; 
For  my  sake  tliia  I  beg  it  o'  you. 
Assist  poor  Sirnson  a'  ye  can, 
Ye'U  fin'  him  just  an  honest  man: 
Sae  1  conclude,  and  (|uat  my  chanter, 
Yout's,  saint  or  sinner, 

Rob  the  Rahtsk 


TO  MR.  MITCIIKLL, 

COLLECTOR    OF    EIC(;|SE,    DUUFRlEa,    1796. 

Friend  of  tJie  Poet,  tried  and  lea!, 
Wha,  wanting  thee,  might  beg  or  steal* 
Alako,  alake,  the  meikle  deil 

Wi'  a'  his  witches 
Are  at  it,  skelpin !  ji<»  an'  reel. 

In  my  poor  pouches. 

I  modestly,  fu'  fain  wail  hint  it. 
That  one  pound  one,  1  sairly  want  it 
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S  wi'  the  hizzie  down  ye  send  il, 

It  woiiid  be  kind ; 
And  while  my  heart  wi'  life-blood  dunted, 

I'd  beart  in  mind. 

So  may  the  auld  year  gang  out  moaning, 
To  see  the  new  come  laden,  groaning, 
Wi'  double  plenty,  o'er  the  loaning, 

To  thee  and  thine ; 
Domestic  peace  and  comrorts  crowning 

The  hail  deai^ 


^eVe  heard  tliii  while  ho»  I've  been  liclcet, 
And  by  fell  death  w-jg  nearly  nicket ; 
Gnm  loun'   he  gat  in"  by  the  fecket, 

Anrl  sair  me  ■ihcnk , 
But,  bj   good  luck,  I  lap  a  wicket, 

And  lurnd  a  neuk. 

Bnt,  by  that  hfalth,  I've  got  a  ehare  o% 
And  by  that  life,  I'm  promi'j'd  mait  ot. 
My  hale  and  wee!  I'll  tike  a  tare  6% 

Then  fareweel  folly,  hide  an'  hair  0*1, 
For  ance  and  aje. 
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TO  THE  GUIDWIFB  OF  WAUCHOPE-HOUSE 
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1  tum'd  the  weeder-cllpa  aside, 

An'  epar'd  the  symbul  de&r; 

No  nation,  no  station, 

My  envy  e'er  could  raise; 
A  Scot  still,  but  blot  still, 
I  knew  nao  higher  praise. 


But  still  the  elements  o'  sang. 

In  formless  jumble,  right  an'  wranff, 

Wild  floated  in  my  brain; 
Till  on  Ihat  har'st  I  said  before, 
My  partner  in  the  merry  core, 

She  roua'd  tlie  forming'  strain! 
I  see  her  yet,  tlie  sonaie  quean. 

That  lighted  up  her  jing'le. 
Her  witching  smile,  her  pauky  een, 
That  gar't  my  heart-strings  tingle' 
I  fit'd,  inspir'd, 

At  ev'ry  kindling  keek, 

But  bashing,  and  dashing 

I  feared  ay  to  speak. 


Hail  lo  the  set!  illt  guid  chiel  says, 
Wi'  merry  dance  in  ivinter  days, 

The  gust  o'  joy,  the  balm  o'  wo. 
The  saul  o'  life,  tlie  heav'n  below, 

Is  rapture -giving  woman. 
Ye  surly  snmphs,  who  hate  the  name, 

Be  mindfu'  o'  your  milher ; 
She,  honest  woman,  may  think  shame 

That  ye're  connected  with  her  ■ 
17* 
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Ye're  wae  men,  ye're  nae  men, 
That  slight  the  lovely  dears ; 

To  shame  ye,  disclaijii  ye, 
Ilk  honest  birkie  b  wears. 


Fjr  you,  na  bred  to  barn  or  byre, 
Wha  sweetly  tune  the  Scottish  lyre, 

Thanks  to  you  for  your  line. 
The  marled  plaid  yo  kindly  spare 
By  me  should  gratefully  be  ware, 

'Twad  please  me  to  the  Nine 
I'd  be  mair  vauntie  o'  my  hap, 

Douae  hinging  o'er  my  curple, 
Than  onie  ermine  ever  lap, 

Or  proud  imperial  purple. 

Foreweel,  then,  lang  hale  then, 
An'  plenty  be  your  fa'. 

Ne'er  at  your  hallan  ca'. 
JOarA,  1787.  R.  Boitns. 


I  AM  a  keeper  of  the  law 

In  some  sma'  points,  allho'  not  a 

Some  people  tell  me  gin  I  fa', 

Ae  way  or  ither, 
The  breaking  of  ae  point,  tho'  b\ 

Breaks  a'  thegither. 
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I  hue  beon 

in  fort  ance 

or  twice, 

And  winna 

say  o'er  far  for  tlirice, 

Yet  never 

met  with  that 

surprise 

That  broke 

my  reat; 

But  now  a 

minor's  like  to  rise, 

A  whaiip'3 

1'  il>e  nert. 

Thod's  welcome,  weaji,  mishanter  ft'  ne, 
If  aught  of  diee,  or  of  thy  mammy, 
8ha!i  ever  danton  me,  or  aite  me, 

My  sweet  wee  lady, 
Or  if  I  blush  when  thou  slialt  ca'  me 

Tit-ta  or  daddy. 

Wee  image  of  my  bonie  Betty, 
I  fatherly  will  kiss  an'  daut  thee, 
Aa  dear  an'  near  niy  heart  1  set  thee, 

Wi'  aa  guid  will, 
Ab  a'  the  priests  had  seen  me  get  thee 

That's  out  o'  h-U. 

What  tho'  they  ca'  me  fornicator, 
An'  lease  my  name  in  kintry-clatter ; 
The  niair  they  tauk  I'm  kent  the  beUer; 

E'en  let  them  clash ; 
An  auld  wife's  tongue's  a  feckless  matter 

To  gie  ane  fash. 
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Sweet  fruit  o'  monie  a  merry  dint, 

Mj  funny  tiel  is  now  a'  tint, 

Sin'  thou  come  to  the  war!  asklent, 

Which  fools  may  Bcoff  at ; 
In  my  laat  plack  thy  part's  be  in't  — 

The  better  half  o't. 

An'  if  thou  oe  what  I  wad  hae  thee. 
An'  lak  the  counsel  I  shall  gie  thee, 
A  lovin  father  I'll  be  to  thee. 

If  thou  be  spar'd ; 
Thro*  a'  thy  childish  years  I'll  6*6  thee, 

An'  think't  weel  war'd, 

Gude  grant  that  thou  may  ay  inherit 
Thy  mither's  person,  grace,  an'  merit, 
An'  thy  poor,  worthless  daddy's  spirit, 

Witliout  his  failins ; 
Twill  please  me  jnair  to  hear  an'  see't. 

Than  stocket  mailins. 


TO  A  TAILOR, 


What  ails  ye  novr,  ye  lousie  b — h, 
To  thresh  ray  back  at  sic  a  pitch? 
Losh  man!   hae  mercy  wi'  your  natcli 

Your  bodkin's  bauld ; 
[  did  na  suffer  half  sae  much 

Frae  daddy  Auld. 
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What  tiio'  at  times,  when  I  griw  croiiBe, 
I  gie  their  wames  .a  random  pouse, 
ts  that  enough  for  you  to  souse 

Your  servant  sae  ? 
Gae,  mind  your  seam,  ye  prick  the  louse 

An'  jag  the  flae. 

King  David,  o'  poetic  brief, 

Wrought   mang-  tlie  lasaca  sic  mischief 

Ab  fiU'd  hia  afler  hfe  wi'  grief 

An'  bluody  ranis ; 
An'  yet  he's  rank'd  auiang  the  chief 

O'  lang  syne  saiints. 

And,  may  be,  Tam,  for  a'  my  cants, 
My  wicked  rhymes,  an'  drucken  raats; 
I'll  gie  auid  cloven  Clooty's  haunts 

An  unco  slip  yet; 
An'  snugly  sit  amang  the  saunU, 

At  Davie's  hip  yeL 

But  fegs,  the  session  says  I  maun 

Gae  fa'  upo'  anither  plan. 

Than  gorren  lasses  cowp  the  cran, 

Clean  heels  oivre  body, 
And  sairly  thole  their  mithera'  ban 

Afore  llie  howdy. 

This  lends  me  on  to  tell,  for  sport 
How  I  did  with  the  session  sort  — 
Auld  Clinkum  at  tlie  inner  port 

Cried'  three  times,  "Robin! 
Come  hither,  kd,  an'  answer  for't. 
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Wi'  pinch  I  put  a  Sanday's  face  on, 
An'  snoovM  awa'  befere  the  aessionj 
I  made  an  open,  fair  confesaion, 


An'  fiyne 

Mesa  JohD,  beyond 
Pell  foul  0'  me. 

eipreBBion, 

A  f 

t      1         i         lid 

A         d 

my  f    t  f      bl 

pelld  me 

I         d  th    t  1       as  t       i 

t  11  d  me 
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Itl     dig 

tot 

Sh  uld 

1  foe 

\        1     id 

mb 

To  cut  1 

air,  and  whatfore  i 

0 

Your  dearest  member." 

"  Na,  na,"  quo'  I,  "  I'm  no  for  that ! 
Gelding's  nae  better  than  'tis  cat 
I'd  rather  suffer  for  my  faut, 

A  hearty  flewit, 
Aa  sair  owre  hip  as  yc  can  draw't! 

Tlio'  I  should  rue  it. 

"Or  gin  ye  like  to  end  the  bother. 
To  please  us  a'  I've  just  ae  ither  ; 
When  next  wi'  yon  lags  I  forgather, 

Whate'er  letide  it, 
m  frankly  gie  her't  a'  thegither, 

An'  iot  her  guide  it." 
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But  sir,  this  pleas'd  them  ivarst  a' 
An'  therefore,  Tarn,  when  that  I  s 
I  Baid  "  Quid  nigiit,"  and  cam  awf 

An'  left  tlie  eeasion ; 
I  saw  they  were  resolved  a.' 

On  my  o 


TO  MR.  WILLIAM  TYTLER, 


Revered  defender  of  beauteous  Stuart, 

Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected, 
A  name,  which  to  love  was  the  mark  of  a  true  hear^ 

But  now  lis  despised  and  neglected. 

Tho'  something  like  moisture  conglobes  in  my  eye, 

Let  no  one  misdeem  me  disloyal ; 
A  poor,  friendless  wand'rer  may  well  claim  a  sigh, 

Still  more,  if  that  wand'rer  were  royal 

My  fathers  that  name  have  rever'd  on  a  throne ; 

My  fathers  have  fallen  to  right  it; 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  son, 

Thai,  name  should  he  scotiingly  slight  it 

Still  in  prayers  for  King  George  I  most  heartily  join 
The  Q,ueen,  and  the  rest  of  the  gentry, 

Be  (hey  wise,  be  they  foolish,  is  nothing  of  mine ; 
Their  title's  avow'd  by  my  country. 
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B  t  1  y  Ity  t  w  d  13  g    und; 

Wl      k  h  w    h  f    h  y     It 

Th    d    t        t    d  y  tl  t       1  y  i  y  d 

To-  w  m  y  b  h  It 

I  dy          tfl  hdfbd 

A  fl  Uy  y 

Bt  itt,"iK(l  as            kfgad, 

S  re                   t  dy        [)    y 

Nwlf  hlly       m      dmid           your  eye, 

A  d  h  ra    I  1         d      y     gl  t 

Bty  Ikti  tth         I        t(.  Ilia  the  sky, 

1  t  h     1        t        b      hi. 


TO    R.    GRAHAM,    ESq^    OF     FINTRA. 

When  Nature  her  great  masterpiece  desigu'd, 
And  fram'd  her  last,  best  work,  the  human  mind. 
Her  eye  intent  on  all  the  mazy  plan. 
She  form'd  of  various  parts  the  various  man. 

Then  first  she  calls  the  useful  many  forth 
Plain,  plodding  indastry,  and  sober  worth 
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Thence  pcaaants,  farmura,  native  sons  of  earth 

And  merchandiae,  whole  genus  take  their  birth , 

Each  prudent  cit  a  warm  exiatence  finds, 

And  all  mechanics'  many  apron'd  kinds. 

Sonic  other  refer  aorta  nre  wanted  yet. 

The  lead  and  buoy  arc  needful  to  the  net; 

Tiie  captd  mortuum  of  gross  desiree 

Makes  a  material  for  mere  knights  and  squires; 

The  martial  phosphorus  is  taught  to  fioiv, 

She  kneada  the  lumpish,  philosophic  ilough. 

Then  marks  th'  unyielding  mass  with  grave  iesigM, 

liaw,  physics,  politics,  and  deep  divines : 

Last,  she  sublimes  th'  Aurora  of  the  poles. 

The  flaahing  elements  of  female  souls. 

The  order'd  ayatem  fair  before  her  stood, 
Nature,  well-pleas'd,  pronounc'd  it  very  good; 
But,  ere  she  gave  creating  labor  o'er. 
Half  jeat,  she  tried  one  curious  labor  more. 
Some  spumy,  fiery,  ignis  fatmis  matter ; 
Such  as  the  slightest  breath  of  air  might  scatter; 
With  arch  alacrity  and  conscious  glee, 
[Nature  may  have  her  whim  as  well  as  we. 
Her  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  to  show  il,) 
She  forms  the  thing,  and  christens  it^a  poeL 
Creature,  though  oil  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrow, 
When  bleat  to-day  unmindful  of  to-morroi'. 
A  being  form'd  to  amuse  his  graver  friends, 
Admir'd  and  prais'd  —  and  there  the  homage  ends; 
A    nortal  qu  te     nlit  f     t    t  n   a  st  le, 
V  t  oft    h     aportofallUe    11    oflfe; 
P  one  to  enj  y     ah  pi  asu  hes  give. 

Yet  haplj   nanlin     wh    e     thai  to  1    e; 
Long  nglowpeealt        t    halech  groim, 
Yet  f  eqoent  all  unheed  d    n  h  n. 

18 


o.led  by  Google 


20G  BURNS'S   P0EM9. 

But  honest  Nature  ia  not  quite  a  Turk, 
Slie  kugh'ii  at  first,  tlien  felt  I'ur  her  poor  work, 
Pit)ing  the  propless  climber  of  maniiiiid, 
She  cast  uhout  a  standard -tree  to  find ; 
And,  to  support  his  lieljiless  woodbine  state, 
Attached  hiin  to  the  generous,  truly  great, 
A  title,  and  the  only  one  I  claim, 
To  lay  strong  hold  for  help  on  bounteous  Graham: 

Pity  the  tuneful  Musca'  hapless  train, 
Weak,  ticniil  landsmen  on  life's  stormy  main ! 
Their  hearts  no  selfish,  stern,  absorbent  stufi; 
Tliat  neither  gives -— though  humbly  takes  enough 
The  little  faie  allows,  they  share  as  soon, 
Unlike  sage,  proverb'd  Wisdom's  hard-wrung  boon. 
The  world  were  bless'd  did  bliss  on  them  depend - 
Ah!   that  "the  friendly  e'er  should  ivant  a  friend!" 
Let  Prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son, 
Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun, 
Who  feel  by  reason,  and  who  give  by  rule, 
(Instinct's  a  brute,  and  sentiment  a  fool !) 
Who  make  poor  itnit  do  wait  upon  I  slioidd  — 
We  own  tJiey're  prudent,  but  who  feels  they're  goodf 
Ye  wise  once,  hence!  ye  hurt  the  social  eye! 
God's  image  rudely  etch'd  on  base  alloy ! 
But  come  ye  who  the  godlike  pleasure  know  — 
Heaven's  attribute  distinguish'd  —  to  bestow! 
Whose  arms  of  love  would  grasp  the  human  race] 
Come  thou  who  giv'st  with  all  a  courtier's  grace; 
Friend  of  my  life,  true  patron  of  my  rhymes ! 
Prop  of  my  dearest  hope  for  future  times. 
Why  shrinks  my  soul  half-blushing,  half-afraid, 
Backward,  abashed  to  ask  'hy  friendly  aid  ? 
I  know  my  need,  I  know  tny  giving  hand, 
I  crave  liiy  friendship  at  tliy  kind  commatkd 
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Thoucrh  thanks  to  heaven     I  dare  even  tliat  last  shift 
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My  Muse  may   n  p  1           n      o              subl  n  e 

flight 

1                                       TO  THE  SAME. 

i                     L*TE  crippled  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  leg. 

About  to  beg  a  pass  for  leave  to  beg; 

Dull,  iistlesa,  teos'd,  dejected  and  dfpreit, 

1 

'Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple's  rest,) 

! 

i 
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Will  gen'rouB  Graham  list  his  Poet's  wail  ? 
(It  soothes  poor  Misery  hearli'nin^  to  her  tale,) 
And  hear  him  curse  the  light  he  first  survey'd 
And  doubly  curse  the  luckless,  rhyming  trade! 

Thou,  Nature,  partial  Nature,  I  arraign; 
Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain. 
The  lion  and  the  bull  thy  care  have  found  ; 
One  shakes  the  forest,  and  one  spurns  the  ground: 
Thou  gi'est  the  ass  his  hide,  the  snail  his  shell, 
Th'  envenomed  wasp,  victorious,  guards  his  celL 
Thy  minions,  kings  defend,  control,  devour. 
In  all  th'  omnipotence  of  rule  and  power. 
Foxes  and  statesmen,  subtle  wiles  insure ; 
The  cit  and  polecat  stink  and  are  secure. 
Toads  with  their  poison,  doctors  with  their  drug. 
The  priest  and  hedgehog  in  tlieir  robes  are  snug, 
Ev'n  silly  woman  has  her  warlike  arts. 
Her  tongue  and  eyes,  her  dreaded  spear  and  darta. 

But  oh !  thou  hitter  step-mother,  and  hard. 
To  thy  poor,  fenceless,  naked  child  — the  Bard' 
A  thing  ijntoachable  in  the  world's  skill, 
And  half  an  idiot,  too,  more  helpless  sliU. 
No  heels  to  bear  him  from  the  op'ning  dun 
No  claws  to  dig,  his  hated  sight  to  shun; 
No  horns,  but  those  by  luckless  Hymen  woid. 
And  those,  alas !  not  Amalthea's  horn : 
No  nerves  olfact'ry.  Mammon's  trusty  cur 
Clad  in  rich  dulness.  comfortable  fur. 
In  naked  feeling,  and  in  acliing  pride, 
He  bears  tli'  unbroken  blast  from  ev'ry  side; 
Vampyre  bookaelicrs  drain  him  to  the  heart, 
And  scorpion  critics  cureless  venom  dart 
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Critics  !   appall'd  I  venture  on  the  name. 

Those  ciit-lhroat  bandita  in  the  paths  of  fame- 

Bloody  diasectots,  worse  than  ten  IMonroesj 

lie  Iiacks  to  teach,  they  mangis  to  expose. 

His  heart  by  causeless,  wanton  malice  wrung, 

liy  blockheads'  daring  into  madness  stung; 

His  well-won  bays,  than  life  itself  more  deor, 

FoiI'd,  bleeding,  tortur'd  in  tli   unequal  strife, 

The  hapless  poet  flounders  on  tliro'  life. 

Till  fled  each  hope  that  once  his  bosom  lir'd, 

And  fled  e    h  M         th  t  gl                   e  inspit'd, 

Low  sunk        q    11  d       p    t    t  d  a    , 

Dead,  ev'n  re    ntm     t  f     1         j     d  page, 

He  heeds  o    f    Is         m        th     rutl  1  ss  critic's  rage 

So,  by  s  m     h  dg      tl      g                  eed  deceas'd, 

For  ha!f-st  n  d           1                     d      tj   feast; 

By  toil  and  f  m             re  t      k          d  bone, 

Lies  senseles      f       h  t  g       b  tol     son. 

O,  Duin         p  rt         f  th    t    ly  blest; 

Calm,  shel      d  h            ft        1    e^t 

Thy  sons                dd           th    h  re    extreraes 

Of  Fortune     pol      f     t,        t       J  b     ms 

If  manthng  h    1      1      fill            g  Id  n  cup 

With  sobe        Ifi  h    as    th  y     p   t    p ; 

Conscious  th    b      te              d  tl  y  well  deserre, 

They  only  w    d                 t  Ik      d    not  starve. 

The  grave            1         th            j  p   k    his  frog, 

And  thinks  th         Q    d          d          thleas  dog. 

When  disapp      tm     t        p    th      1       of  hope, 

And  thro'  d       t               1 1  Ih  y  d    k!  ng  grope. 
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With  deaf  endurance  sluggishly  they  bear, 
And  just  conclude  that  "fools  are  Fortune's  ewe." 
So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempest's  shocks, 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  ox. 

Not  so  the  idle  Muses'  mad-cap  train, 
Not  such  the  workings  of  their  moon-struck  brain  i 
In  equanimity  they  never  dwell. 
By  turns  in  soaring  heav'n  or  vaulted  helL 

I  dread  thee,  Fate,  relentless  and  severe, 
With  all  a  poet's,  husband's,  father's  fear ! 
Already  one  strong-hold  of  hope  ia  lost,  — 
Glrncairij,  the  truly  noble,  lies  in  dust; 
(Fled,  like  the  sun  eclips'd  as  noon  appears, 
And  !efl  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears ;) 
O!  bear  my  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  prayerl 
FiNTRA,  my  other  stay,  long  blcaa  and  spare ! 
Thro'  a  long  life  his  hopes  and  wishes  crown ; 
And  bright  in  cloudless  skies  his  sun  go  down! 
May  bliss  domestic  smooth  his  private  path; 
Give  energy  to  life,  and  soothe  his  latest  breath, 
With  many  a  fihal  tear  circling  the  bed  of  death 


TO  THE  SAME, 


I  cAiL  no  goddess  to  inspire  my  strains, 
A  fabled  Muse  may  suit  a  bard  that  feigni 
Friend  of  my  life!   my  ardent  spirit  bums, 
And  all  the  tribute  of  my  heart  returns, 
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For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new 
The  gift  8ti!l  dearer,  aa  the  givor  you. 

Thou  orb  of  day!  thou  other  paler  light! 
And  a[l  ye  many  sgiarkling  Jtars  of  night; 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my  mind  efface ; 
If  I  that  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace  ; 
Then  roll  to  me,  along  your  wand'ring  sphraea, 
Only  to  number  out  a  villain's  years ! 


TO  A  GENTLEMAN 


The  friend  whom  wild  from  wisdom's  way 
The  fumea  of  wine  infuriate  send ; 

(Nor  moony  riiadneas  more  astray;) 
Who  but  deplores  that  hapless  friend? 

Mine  wBB  the  insensate,  frenzied  part, 
Ah!   why  should  I  such  scenes  outlira? 

Scenes  so  abhorrent  to  my  heart! 
Tia  jiine  to  pity  and  forgiva 
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TO  A  GENTLEilAN 

VT    HIM    A    NEWSPAPER,    AND     OFFEEKD    tl 


KiMJ  sir  I've  read  your  paper  through, 

And  faith,  to  me,  'Iwaa  really  new  I 

How  guesa'd  ye,  air,  wjiat  msiat  I  wanted  ? 

This  nionie  a  day  I've  grain'd  and  gaunled, 

To  ken  what  French  miacliief  was  brewin ; 

Or  what  the  dniniblie  Dutch  were  doin ; 

That  vile  doup-sbelper.  Emperor  Joseph, 

If  Venua  yet  had  got  ids  nose  off; 

Or  how  the  collieshangie  works 

Aiween  the  Russians  and  the  Turks ; 

Or  if  the  Swede,  before  he  halt, 

Would  play  anither  Charles  \he  Twait ; 

If  Denmark,  any  body  spak  o't ; 

Or  Poland,  ivha  had  now  the  tack  o't; 

How  cut-throat  Prussian  blades  were  hingin, 

How  libbet  Italy  was  siugin ; 

If  Spaniard,  Portuguese,  or  Swiss, 

Were  sayin  or  takin  aught  amiss; 

Or  hoiv  our  merry  lads  at  hame 

In  Britain's  court  kept  up  the  game ; 

How  royal  George,  the  Lord  louk  o'er  hin^ 

Was  managing  St.  Stephen's  quorum ; 

If  sleekit  Chatliam  Will  was  livin, 

Or  glaikit  Charlie  got  his  nieve  in; 

How  dttddie  Burke  the  plea  was  cookin, 

If  Warren  Hastings'  neck  was  yeukin; 
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How  ceissea,  stents,  and  foes  were  rax'tt, 
Or  if  bare  a — sea  yet  were  tax'd ; 
The  nenrs  o'  princes,  dukes,  and  earls, 
Piinps,  sharpers,  bawds,  and  opera-girla  5 
If  tliat  daft  buckie,  Geordie  Wales, 
Was  threshing  still  at  hissies'  tails, 
Or  if  he  has  grown  oughtlina  douscT, 
And  no  a  perfect  kintra  cooser;  — 
A'  this  and  mair  I  never  heard  of, 
An'  but  for  you  I  might  despair'd  of: 
So  gratefu',  back  your  news  I  send  you, 
And  pray  a'  guid  things  may  attend  yon. 
FJlialani,  1790. 


TO    MRa     DtlNLOP,    ON   A    SEW    VEAKS    DK\. 

Tais  day.  Time  winds  the  exhausted  chEO, 
To  run  the  twelvemonth's  length  again; 
I  see  the  auld  bauld-pated  fellow, 
With  ardent  eyes,  complesion  sallow, 
Ajust  the  nnimpair'd  machine. 
To  wheel  the  equal,  dull  routine. 

The  absent  lover,  minor  heir. 
In  vain  assail  him  with  their  prayer; 
Deaf  as  iny  friend,  he  sees  them  preet, 
Nor  makes  the  hour  one  moment  less. 
Will  you  (the  Major's  with  the  hounds, 
The  happy  tenants  share  his  rounds ; 
Coila's  fair  Racliel's  care  to-day, 
And  blooniing  Keith's  engaged  witll  Giaf) 
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Prom  housewife  carea  a  minute  borrow- 
That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  to-morrow  — 
And  join  with  rae  a  moralizing'. 
This  day's  propitious  to  be  wise  la 
First,  what  did  yesternight  deliver? 
"Another  year  is  gone  for  ever." 
And  wliat  is  this  day's  strong  suggestion? 
"The  passing  moment's  all  we  rest  on'" 
Rest  on  —  for  wiiut  do  we  hear? 
Or  why  regard  the  passing  year? 
Will  time,  amus'd  with  proverb'd  lore. 
Add  to  our  date  one  minute  inoie? 
A  few  days  may  —  a  few  years  must  — 
Repose  us  in  the  silent  dust. 
Then  is  it  wise  to  damp  our  blisa? 
Yes —  an  s 
The  voice  of  Nati 
And  many  a 
Tliut  something  i 
That  on  tJiis  frail 
Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight; 
That  future  life,  in  worlds  unknown, 
Must  take  its  hue  from  this  alone; 
Whether  as  heavenly  glory  bright. 
Or  dark  as  misery's  woful  night. — 
Since  then,  my  honor'ii,  first  of  friend^ 
On  tliis  poor  being  all  depends  ; 
Irft  U9  til'  important  now  employ, 
And  live  as  those  that  never  die. 
Tho'  you,  with  days  and  honors  crown'i^ 
Witness  that  filial  circle  round, 
(A  sight  life's  sorrows  to  repulse, 
A  sight  pale  Envy  to  convulse,) 
Others  now  claim  your  chief  regard; 
Yourself,  yon  wait  your  bright  rewdrf. 
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TriE  AUI,n  FARMER'S  NEW-YEAR  MORNlNa 
SALUTATION  TO  HLS  AULD  MARE,  MAUGtE, 


A  coiD  New  Year  I  wish  thee,  Maggie! 
Hie,  there's  a  rip  to  tliy  auld  baggie; 
Tho'  Ihou's  howe-backit,  now,  an'  knag^e, 

I'se  seen  the  day 
Thou  could  liae  gaen  like  onie  staggie 

Out  owre  the  lay. 

Tho'  now  tliou's  dowie,  etiff,  an'  crazy, 
An'  thy  auld  hide's  as  white's  a  daisy, 
I've  Been  thee  dappl't,  sleek,  an  glaizie, 

A  bonie  grny ; 
He  should  been  tight  that  daur't  to  raise  theo 

Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  ance  was  i'  the  foremost  rank, 
A  filly,  buirdly,  steeve,  an'  swank. 
An'  set  wcel  down  a  shapely  shank, 

Aa  e'er  tread  yird, 
An'  could  hae  flown  out  owre  a  stank, 

Like  onie  bird. 

It's  now  some  nine-an'-twenty  year 
Sin'  Ihou  was  my  guid  fatlier's  meera 
He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear. 
An'  fifty  mark ; 
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When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny, 
Ye  then  was  trottin  wi'  your  miiinio ; 
The'  ye  waa  trickle,  slee,  an'  funnie, 

Ye  ne'er  was  donsie ; 
But  hamely,  Uivie,  quiet,  an'  canie, 

An'  unco  sonsie. 

That  day,  ye  pranc'd  m'  muckle  pride, 
When  ye  bure  haine  my  bonie  bride  j 
An'  sweet  an'  gracefu'  she  did  ride 

Wi'  maiden  air! 
Kyle  Stewart  I  could  bragged  wide 

For  sic  a  pair. 

Though  now  ye  dow  but  hoyte  an'  hobble, 
An'  wintle  like  a  samount-coble, 
That  day  ye  was  a  jinker  noble, 

For  heels  an'  win' ! 
An'  ran  them  till  they  a'  did  wauble, 

Far,  far  behin'. 

When  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  skeigh, 
An'  stable  meals  at  fairs  were  dreigh, 
How  tliou  wad  prance,  nn'  snore,  an'  skreigh, 

An'  tak  the  road ! 
Town's  bodies  ran,  an'  stood  abeigh. 

An'  ca't  thee  mad. 

When  itiou  was  corn't,  an'  I  was  mellow 
We  took  the  road  ay  like  a  swallow; 
At  Brooaes  thou  had  ne'er  a  fellow, 
For  pith  an'  speed; 
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But  ev'rj  tail  thou  payt  them  hollow 
Where'er  Ihou  "gaed. 

The  eras',  droop-rumpl'f,  liunter-cattle. 
Might  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a  hrattle; 
But  sax  Scotch  miles,  thou  tty't  their  luettto, 

An'  gac't  them  whaizle ! 
Nie  whip  nor  spur,  but  juat  a  wattle 

O'  saugh  or  hazel. 

Thou  was  a  noble  fillie-lm', 

Aa  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn! 

Aft  thee  an'  I,  in  aught  hours  gaun, 

On  guid  March  weather, 
Hae  tam'd  sax  rood  beaide  our  han', 

For  days  thegither. 

Thou  never  braindg't,  an'  fech't,  an'  Biskit, 
But  thy  auld  tail  tliou  wad  hae  whiakit. 
An'  spread  abreed  thy  weel-fiU'd  brisket, 

Wi'  pith  and  poiv'r, 
Till  apritty  knowes  wad  rair't  and  risket, 

An'  alypet  owre. 

When  frosts  lay  lang,  an'  snaws  were  deep* 
An'  threaten'd  labor  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  tJiy  cog  a  wee  bit  heap 

Aboon  the  timmer ; 
I  kenn'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  sleep 

For  that,  or  simmer. 

In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reatit; 
The  ateyest  brae  thou  wad  hae  fiic'd  it; 
Thou  never  lap,  and  aten't  and  breastit. 
Then  stood  to  blaw ; 
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An'  think  na,  my  auld  trusty  aervan', 
That  now,  jicrliaps,  ihou'a  less  deservirf 
An'  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  slarwin', 

For  my  last  fou, 
A  heapit  stimpnrt,  I'll  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  for  you. 

We've  worn  to  craiiy  yeara  thegither ; 
We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither ; 
Wi'  tontie  care  I'll  fit  tl^  tether 

To  some  liain'd  rig', 
Whare  ye  may  nobly  rax  your  leather 

Wi'  eiao!  fatigue. 
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niE  DRATFI  AND    DVTNa  WOTinS  OP  POOR 
MAILIE,  THE  AUTHOR'S  ONLY  PET  YOWE. 


As  M   1           bib 
Wher          d  y      bbl 
Upon  h        1    t    1 
An'  0          h            Id 
There                    ly 
When  H     h        h 

tb  cll 

1      t  ih 
t      1      li, 
U      d     h 
h     [1  J  1 
dy       by 

Wi   gl 
Poor  H     hoc  Ik          I 
He  saw  1      d  J    w 
But,  w           }   1       t    h 
He  g  p  d  w  I     b  t 
At  le     Ih  poo    M    ! 

!ft  d  h     8, 

h    d       led 
11              adit 
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So  may  hb  flock  increaae,  an'  grow 
To  scores  o'  lambs,  an'  packi  o'  woo'' 

"Tell  him  he  was  a  master  kin', 
An'  ay  was  gaii  to  me  an'  mine ; 
An'  now  my  dying  charge  I  gie  him, 
My  helpless  lambs,  I  trust  them  wi'  him. 

"O,  bid  him  save  their  harmless  lives 
Frae  dogs,  an'  tods,  an'  butchers'  knives. 
But  gie  them  giiid  cow-milk  their  fill, 
Tin  they  be  fit  to  feed  themsel' ; 
An'  tent  them  duly,  e'en  an'  morn, 
Wi'  teats  o'  hay,  an'  rips  o'  com. 

"  An'  may  they  never  learn  the  gaet« 
Of  ither  vilo  wanreatfu'  pets ! 
To  slink  thro'  slaps,  an'  reve,  an'  steal, 
At  stacks  o'  peas,  or  stocks  o'  kail. 
So  may  they,  like  their  great  forbears, 
For  monie  a  year  come  thro'  the  shears; 
So  wives  will  gie  them  bits  o'  bread, 
An'  bairns  greet  for  thera  when  they're  deal 

"My  poor  toop-lamb,  my  son  an'  heir, 
O,  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi'  care! 
An',  if  be  live  to  be  a  beast 
To  pit  some  bavins  in  his  breast! 
An'  warn  him  what  I  winna  name. 
To  stay  content  wi'  yowes  at  hame; 
An'  no  to  rin  an'  wear  his  cloota. 
Like  ither  menseless,  graceless  brataL 

"An'  niest  my  yowie,  silly  thing. 
Gode  keep  thee  frae  a  tether-string. 
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O'  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up 
Wi'  ony  blaatit,  moorland  loop; 
But  ay  Iteep  mind  to  inoop  an'  mell 
Wi'  elieep  o'  credit  like  tliysei'l 

"  And  now,  my  bainia,  wi'  my  last  breath, 
1  lea'e  my  bleasiu'  wi'  you  baith; 
An'  wlien  you  think  upo'  your  mithet 
Mind  to  be  kin'  to  ane  anither. 

"  Now,  honest  Ilughoc,  dinna  fail, 
To  tell  my  cnaster  a'  my  tale ; 
An'  bid  him  bum  thia  curseil  tether, 
An',  for  thy  pains,  thous'e  get  my  blethei. 


POOR  MAILIE'3  ELEGY 

Lament  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 
Wi'  saut  tears  trickling  down  your  nc 
Our  bardie's  fate  is  at  a  close. 

Past  a'  remead ; 
The  last  sad  cnp-stane  o*  hia  woea  ' 

Poor  Moil  e's  dead ! 

It's  no  the  loss  o'  warl'a  gear, 
That  could  aie  bitfcr  draw  the  tear. 
Or  mak  our  bardie,  dowie,  wear 

The  mourning  weed* 
W 
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He's  lost  a  friend  and  neeboc  dear, 
In  Mailie  dead. 

Thro'  a'  the  toun  aee  trotted  by  him, 
A  lang  lialf  mile  she  could  descry  him} 
Wi'  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  liica, 

She  ran  wi'  speed; 
A  friend  mair  faitlifti'  ne'er  cam  nigh  hia 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

I  wat  she  was  a  sheep  o'  sense, 
An'  could  behave  herael'  wi'  mense ; 
I'll  e«y\  she  nerer  brak  a  fence. 

Thro'  thievish  greed ; 
Our  bardie,  lanely,  keeps  the  spence 

Sin'  Mdlie'a  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wanders  up  the  howe, 
Her  living  image,  in  her  yowe. 
Cornea  bleating  to  him  o'er  the  knows. 

For  bits  o*  bread; 
An'  down  the  briny  pearls  rowe. 

For  Mailie  dead 

She  was  nae  get  o'  moorland  tips, 

Wi'  lawted  ket  an'  hairy  hipa ; 

For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  ships 

Frae  yont  the  Tweed: 
A  bonier  fleesh  ne'er  cross'd  the  cUpa 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

Wae  worth  Ihe  man  wba  first  did  ahap« 
That  vile,  wanchancie  thing  —  a  rape! 
It  make  guid  fellows  gim  an'  gape, 
Wi'  chokin'  dread: 
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An'  Robin's  bonnet  wave  wi'  crape. 
For  Mailie  dea^, 

O,  ft'  ye  bards  on  bonie  Doon  ! 
An'  wha  on  Ayr  your  chanters  tune 
Come,  join  tiie  molancholious  crooa 

O'  Robin'a  reed! 
Ha  Iteart  ivill  never  get  aboofi 

His  Mailie  dM4' 
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TAM  O'SIIANTER. 


Whe-s  chipman  billies  iMve  the  Btreet, 
And  drouth  J  neebori,  nee  burs  meet, 
As  market  days  are  we^rLng  late, 
An'  fcilk  begin  to  tak  thp  gite  , 
While  we  set  bousing  at  the  nappy, 
An'  gettin'  loii  anl  urico  happj^~ 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Scots  milei, 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps    and  stylea, 
That  lie  between  qs  and  our  harae, 
Whare  sits  our  sulky,  Biillen  dame, 
Gath'nng  her  brows    like  gnth'rmg  sloTm, 
Nursing  her  wrjth  to  keep  it  warm 

This  truth  fand  honpst  Tarn  O'Shsnter, 
As  h",  fraP  j\yr,  ae  ni^'ht  did  cinler, 
(Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  stirpaaaoa, 
For  honest  men  and  bonie  hsses  ) 
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O  Tarn!  hadst  thou  but  been  sae  wiie, 
Aa  taen  thy  ain  wife  Kate's  advice! 
She  tauld  thee  wee!  thou  was  a  skellutn, 
A  blethering,  blustering,  drunken  blellam; 
That  frae  November  till  October, 
Ae  market  day  thou  was  na  sober; 
That  ilka  nielder,  wi'  the  miller, 
Thou  sat  as  kng  aa  thou  had  siller; 
That  ev'ry  naig  waa  ca'd  a  shoe  on. 
The  smith  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on ; 
That  at  the  L— d's  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday 
Thou  drank  wi'  Kirkton  Jean  till  Monday. 
She  prophesied  that,  late  or  soon, 
Thou  would  be  found  deep  drown'd  in  Doob 
Or  catch'd  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk, 
By  AUoway's  auld  haunted  kirk. 

Ah,  gentle  dames!   it  gars  me  greet, 
To  think  how  rtjonie  counsels  sweet, 
How  monie  lengthen'd,  aage  advicea, 
The  husband  frae  the  wife  despises! 

But  to  our  tale : — Ae  market  night, 
Tarn  had  got  planted  unco  right ; 
Fast  by  an  ingle,  bleezing  finely, 
Wi'  reaming  swats,  that  drank  divinely, 
And  at  his  elbow,  souter  Johnny, 
His  ancient,  trusty,  drouther  crony ; 
Tarn  lo'ed  him  like  a  vera  brither ; 
They  had  been  fou  for  weeks  thegithet 
The  night  drave  on  wi'  sangs  and  clatter, 
And  ay  the  ale  was  growinp;  better; 
The  landlady  and  Tam  grew  gracious, 
Wi'  favors,  secret,  sweet,  and  precious: 
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B  rOEHS. 
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Ani  9^amght  he  fet^llie  road  in. 


a  abroad  ii 


The  wind  blew  aa  'twad  hiawn  its  laat , 
The  rattling  show'rs  rose  on  the  blast; 
The  apeedy  gleams  the  darknoas  awallow'd; 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang,  the  thunder  bellow'd. 
That  niglit,  a  child  rai^ht  undeistand 
The  Deil  hod  buainess  on  iiis  hind 
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Wcel  mounted  on  his  gray  mare,  Meg,— 
A  better  never  lifted  leg,— 
Tarn  Bkelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire, 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire  ; 
Whyles  liolding  fiist  his  guid  blue  bonnet, 
Whyles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Scots  sonnet, 
Whylea  glow'ring  round  wi'  prudent  cares 
Lest  bogles  catch  him  unawares ; 
Kirk-Alloway  was  drawing  nigh, 
Wliare  ghaiats  and  houlets  nightly  cry. 

By  this  time  ho  was  cross  the  ford, 
Whare  in  the  sna™  the  chapmsn  smoor'd; 
And  past  the  bh-Rs  and  meiKle  stane, 
Whare  drunken  Charlie  brak's  aeck-bane  ; 
An'  thro'  tlie  whins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whare  hunters  fand  the  murder'd  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thern,  aboon  the  well, 
Whare  Mungo's  mither  hang'd  hersel'. 
Before  him,  Doon  pours  a!!  its  floods. 
The  doubling  storm  roars  thro'  tlie  woods ; 
Tlie  lightnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole. 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll ; 
When,  glimm'ring  thro'  t]ie  groaning  trees, 
Kirk-AUoway  seem'd  in  a  bleeze  ! 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing, 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing! 

Inspiring  bold  John  Barleycorn ! 
What  dangers  tliou  canst  make  us  scorn ! 
Wi'  tippeuny,  we  fear  nae  evil ; 
Wi'  usquebae,  we'll  face  the  devil! 
The  swats  sae  ream'd  in  Tammie's  noddle 
Fair  play,  he  car'd  na  Deils  a  boddle. 
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But  Maggie  stood  right  sair  astonish'd, 

Till,  by  tlie  heel  and  hand  adnionish'd, 

She  vonti'r'd  forivard  on  the  ligiit, 

And,  vow!   Tam  saw  an  unco  sight! 

Warlocks  and  witches  in  a  dance,  — 

Nae  cotiHoD  brent  new  frae  France, 

But  hornpipes,  jigs,  atrachspeys,  and  reel*, 

Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels. 

A  winnock- bunker  in  the  east, 

There  eat  ftuld  Nick,  in  shape  o^  beast; 

A  towzie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  large. 

To  gie  them  music  was  his  charger 

He  Bcrew'd  his  pipes,  and  gart  them  skirt 

Till  roof  and  rafters  a'  did  dirl. 

CofSns  stood  round  like  open  presses, 
That  sliaw'd  the  dead  in  tlieir  last  dresaei 
And,  by  some  devilish  cantrip  slight, 
Each  in  its  cauld  hand  lield   t  light, 
By  which,  heroic  Tam  was  able 
To  note,  upon  (he  haly  table, 
A  murd'rors  banes  in  gibbet  aims, 
Twa  span-lang,  wee,  unchristen'd  bairna 
A  thief,  new-cutted  frae  a  rape, 
Wi'  hia  last  gasp  his  gab  did  gape; 
Five  tomahawks,  wi'  bluid  red-rusted, 
Five  scimitars,  wi'  murder  crusted ; 
A  garter  which  a  babe  had  strangled, 
A  knife,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled 
Whom  his  ain  son  o"  life  berefl, — 
The  gray  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft ; 
Three  lawyers'  tongues  tum'd  inside  out, 
Wii'  lies  seam'd  like  a  beggar's  clout; 
And  priests'  hearts,  rotten,  black  as  mack, 
Lay,  stinking,  vile,  in  ev'ry  neuk. 
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Wi'  mair  o'  horrible  and  awfu', 
Which  ev'n  to  name  wad  ba  unlawfii'. 

Aa  Tamroie  glowVd,  ainaa'd,  aod  curious, 
The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious: 
The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew, 
The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew ; 
They  reel'd,  they  set,  they  croas'd,  they  cleekit, 
Till  ilka  carlin  awat  and  reekit, 
And  coost  her  duddiea  to  the  wark, 
And  linliet  at  it  in  her  Bark! 

Now  Tam,  O  Tam!   had  they  been  queans, 
A'  plump  and  strapping,  in  their  teens; 
Their  sarks,  instead  o'  creeshie  flannen. 
Been  snaw-white,  seventeen  hunder  linen' 
These  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair. 
That  ance  were  pluah,  o'  guid  blue  hair, 
I  wad  has  gi'en  them  aff  my  hurdles, 
For  ae  blink  o*  the  bonie  burdiea ! 

But  mither'd  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  speaa  a  foal, 
Lowping  an'  flinging  on  a  crummock, 
I  wonder  didna  turn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tam  kenn'd  what  was  what  fu'  bratrlio ; 
There  was  ae  winsome  wencb  and  walie, 
That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 
(Lang  after  kenn'd  on  Carrick  shore ! 
For  monie  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot. 
And  perish'd  monie  a  bonie  boat, 
And  shook  baith  meilde  com  and  bear, 
And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear.) 
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W  d  d      d  w  t  h 

But  here  my  Muse  her  wing  maun  cow'r ; 
Sic  fligiits  are  far  beyond  her  pow'r ; 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  and  fliingr, 
(A  Bouple  jad  she  was  and  Strang ;) 
And  how  Tam  stood,  like  ane  bewitch'd. 
And  thought  his  very  een  enrich'd ; 
Ev'n  S  tan  gl     '  'd        d  fidg-d  f  '  f* 
And  h  bji  d    and  hi  w  w     m  gl  t  a   1  main ; 
Till  fi   t    e      p         )  tl 

Tam  I    t  1  th      th 

And  t      W    1  i        C  tty-B    k  " 

And    n  tant       w      dark 

And       re  ly  ]    1  1     M  11    d 

Wh  n    ut  th    h  11   1    1        n  s  llied 

A    be      b  t  n    y  tyke, 

Wl   n  pi    d    n    h    d    as     I  theu:  byke ; 
As     p       p  ra    t  i  f 

Whnpp      I       trtsbf      thir  nose! 
As  eager  runs  the  market-cruwd, 
When,  "Catch  the  thief!"  resounds  aloud 
So  Mag^e  runs,  —  the  witches  follow, 
Wi'  monie  e.n  eldritch  screech  and  hollow ! 

Ah,  Tajii !   ah,  Tam !   thou'U  get  thy  fairio ' 
In  tell  they'll  roast  Ihee  like  a  heirin  1 
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In  VEun  thy  Kate  avails  tliy  comin'! 
Kite  Hoon  will  be  a  wofu'  woman ! 
Now,  do  thy  speedy  utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-atane*  o'  the  brigj 
Tiiere  at  them  thou  tliy  tail  may  to38,  — 
A  ranning-  stream  they  dare  na  cross. 
But  ere  the  key-stajio  she  could  make, 
The  fient  a  tail  she  had  to  shake  ' 
For  Nannie,  far  before  the  rest, 
Hard  upon  noble  Maggie  prest, 
And  flew  at  Tarn  wi'  furious  ettle, 
But  little  wist  she  ^feiggie's  mettle;  — 
Ae  spring  brouglit  EtpVlier  master  bale, 
But  left  behind  her  ain  gray  tail ! 
The  carlin  ckuglit  her  by  the  rump. 
And  left  poor  Maggie  scarce  a  stump! 

Now,  wha  tliis  tale  o'  truth  shall  read, 
Ilk  man  and  mother's  son  take  heed : 
Whene'er  to  drink  you  are  inclin'd, 
Or  culty-aarks  run  in  your  mind, 
Think,  ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear, 
Remember  Tam  CShanter's  mare. 
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[The  fQjN>w]iT^  poem  will,  hy  many  realflrif  be  wvU  enough  Dndet 
■tood  i  but  fm*  die  jwke  of  Lbojie  who  are  vimcquBinled  wiUi  Ihe  maimen 
uid  iisdiLioiis  of  ihe  counlry  wliere  ibe  eceiie  La  caal,  noteft  are  added, 
10  give  Aomu  accoual  of  Ihe  priiioipal  obarms  and  tpells  of  rhpL  nighi,  m 
big  Kilh  prophecy  lo  Ihs  peasinlrj  in  the  wMl  of  Soolland.  The  pat- 
aoa  ofprying  iuio  futurity  mak«£  a  striking  pan  of  LhebuEwy  of  hunum 
nalure  in  ila  nidu  alatei  in  all  ages  and  iialions ,  aiid  it  may  be  some  en- 
tertainment to  a  [ihih34Dphic  mniff,  if  any  auch  should  hoi^r  The  auth^s 


HALLOWEEN.* 


aiol  to  my  heati, 
.UtUB  gloss  of  art. 

GOLDIU 


(Jfoh  that  night  irhcD  fairies  light, 

On  Cossilia  Downans  t  fiance, 
Ot  owie  the  lays,  in  splendid  blaze, 

On  sprightly  coursers  prance ; 
Or  for  Colean  tho  rout  ia  taen, 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams ; 
There,  up  the  cove,|  to  stray  an'  rove 

is  iliouglil  lo  he  n  nighl  wVeii  «-itrhes,  devils,  and  other  mischief, 
re  said  on  iliat  night  to  hold  a 
1  hills,  in  the  neighborhood  of  the 
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AiMing  the  rocks  an'  slreams, 
To  sport  that  night 


Amang  the  bonie,  winding  banks, 

Wliere  Doon  riiis,  wimplin,  clear. 
Where  Bruce*  ftnce  nii'd  tlie  martial  ranks, 

And  shook  his  Carrick  spear, 
Some  merry,  friendly,  counlra  folks. 

Together  did  convene, 
To  bum  tlieir  nits,  an'  pou  their  stocks, 

An'  baud  their  Halloween, 

Fu'  biyihe  tliat  night 


The  lasses  feat,  an'  cleanly  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  tJiey're  fine  j 
Their  faces  blythe,  fu'  sweetly  kytlie, 

Ilearla  leal,  an'  warm,  an'  kin' : 
The  lads  sao  trig,  wi'  wooe   b  bs 

Weel  knotted  on  their  garten 
Some  unco  blate,  and  son  e  gabs 

Gar  lasses'  hearts  gai  g  b  art  n 

Whjles  faat  tl  at  n  „ht 


Then  first  and  foremoat,  thro'  the  kail, 
Their  stocks  f  maun  a'  be  sought  anc( 


•  TUe  ftjnoni  femily  of 
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They  etoflk  (heir  een,  an'  graip  an'  ' 
For  niuckle  anes  ftn'  straught  anea 

Poor  hav'rel  Will  fell  aff  the  drift, 
An'  wander'd  thro'  the  bow-itail, 

An'  poVt,  for  want  rf  better  shift, 
A  runt  waa  like  a  sow-tail, 

Sio  bow't  that  night 


Then,  etratight,  or  crooked,  yird  or  nare, 

They  roar  an'  cry  a  throu'ther; 
The  vera  wee  things,  todlin,  rin 

Wi'  stocks  out  owre  their  shouther; 
An'  gif  the  custock'a  sweet  or  sour, 

Wi'  joctelegs  they  taste  them; 
Syne  coziely,  aboon  the  door, 

Wi'  cannie  care  they've  plac'd  them, 
To  lie  that  night. 


The  iBBses  staw  frae  'mang  them  a'. 
To  pou  their  stalks  o'  corn ;  * 

But  Rah  slips  out,  an'  jinks  about, 
Behint  tho  muckle  thorn : 

He  grippet  Nelly  hard  an'  fast. 


*  Thcjr  go  to  Ihe  tatn-yard,  and  pull  each,  hi  three  seyefal  iEijim,  ■ 
ilalk  of  oau.    If  the  third  <Ialk  wauls  llie  up-pickle,  thai  ia,  the  gnin  M 
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t^ni  s'Liled  b'  the  lasses; 
But  her  tap-pickle  tnaist  was  lost, 
When  kiuttlin  in  the  fause-houae,* 
Wi'  hhn  that  night 


The  aula  guidwifes's  weel-hoarded  nitsf 

Are  round  an'  round  divided, 
An'  monie  lads'  an'  lasses'  fatea 

Are  there  that  night  decided : 
Some  kindle,  couthie,  side  by  aide, 

An'  burn  thegither  trimly ; 
Some  start  awa  wi'  saucy  pride. 

An'  jump  out  owre  the  chimlie, 
Fu'  high  that  night 


Jean  slips  in  tiva  wi'  tentio  ©"o; 

Wha  'twas  she  wadna  tell ; 
But  this  is  Jock,  and  this  is  me, 

She  says  in  to  hersel': 
He  blcea'd  owre  her,  an'  she  owre  him. 

As  tliey  wad  never  mair  part! 
Till,  fuff!   he  started  up  tJie  lum, 

An'  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart, 
To  see't  that  night 

*  Wl>r  >  Ihfl  corn  is  m  a  doubiT^  Biarti,by  being  loo  gr«en  or  wcl,  In* 
iBtu^-bnildor,  by  ni«aiu  of  old  limber,  kc-,  nialio»  e  lerfe  spdrimeni  in 
kisiUUk,  wilh  an  opening  in  llie  side  which  is  feireBl  eiposed  to  Iha 

t  Bcniing  Ihe  nuls  is  a  famous  charm.    They  name  the  lad  and  liu 
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Poor  Willie,  wi'  his  Iraw-kail-runt, 

Was  brunt  wi'  primsie  MaOie ; 
An'  Mallie,  nae  doubt,  took  tlie  diunt, 

To  be  compar'd  to  Willie ; 
Mall's  nit  kp  out  wi'  pridefu   fling, 

An'  her  ain  fit  it  brunt  itj 
While  Willie  lap,  and  swoor  by  jing, 

'Twas  just  the  way  he  wanted 
To  be  that  night. 


Nell  had  the  fause-house  in  her  mi:^. 

She  pits  hersel'  an'  Robin ; 
In  loving  hieeze  they  sweetly  join, 

Till  white  in  ase  they're  sobbin: 
Nell's  heart  was  dancln  at  the  ?iew, 

She  whisper'd  Rob  to  leuk  fort: 
Rob,  stowlins,  prie'd  her  bonie  mou, 

Pu'  cozie  in  the  neuk  for't, 

Unseen  that  night 


But  Merran  sat  behint  their  backs, 

Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  Bell ; 
She  lea'es  them  gaahin  at  their  cracks. 

An'  slips  out  by  hersel'; 
She  thro'  ihe  yard  the  nearest  take, 

An'  to  the  kiln  she  goes  then. 
An'  darklins  grapit  for  the  banks, 

And  in  the  blue-clue*  throws  then, 
Right  feart  that  nighu 

Fbo«vtor  -jvDulilf  with  auoffiis,  Iry  Ihi'  sp^t'i  mus^  slriclly  ob«cm 
rUrecUoiia :  Sieut  oulj  dU  alDiiej  inio  ihfl  kilii.  aod,  darklinf ,  Uirovf 
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An'  ay  ehe  win't,  an'  ay  slie  swat, 

I  wat  she  made  nae  jaukin  j 
Till  Bomethiiig  held  within  the  pat, 

Guid  L — d,  but  she  was  quakin ! 
But  whether  'twas  the  Deil  himsel', 

Or  whether  'twas  a  bauk-en', 
Or  whether  it  was  Andreiu  Bell, 

She  did  nae  wait  on  talkin 

To  spier  that  night. 


Wee  Jennie  to  her  graunie  says, 

"Will  ye  go  wi'  me,  graunie? 
Ill  eat  the  apple*  at  the  glass, 

I  gat  frae  uncle  Jolmnie:" 
She  fufTt  her  pipe  wi'  sick  a  lunt^ 

In  wrath  she  was  eae  vap'rin, 
She  natic't  na,  an  aizle  brunt 

Her  braw  new  worset  apron 

Out  thro'  that  night 


"  Ye  iitlle  skelpie  limmer's  face. 
How  daur  you  try  sic  sportin, 

Aa  seek  the  foul  thief  onie  place. 
For  hini  to  spae  your  fortune  ? 


ling-glasBj  Mtannpiile  befora 


o.led  by  Google 


Nae  doubt  but  ji*  nwy  get  »  sight. 

Great  cause  ye  have  to  fear  it, 
For  monie  a  ane  has  gotten  a,  fright, 

An'  lived  ao'  died  deleeret, 
On  SIC  a  mghl. 


"  Ae  haerst  afore  the  Sherra-moo 

I  mind't  as  weel'a  yestreen, 
I  was  a  gilpey,  then,  I'm  sure 

I  was  nae  past  fyfteen ; 
The  Bimmer  had  been  cauld  an' 

An'  stuff  was  unco  green; 
An'  ay  a  rantin  kirn  we  gat, 

A'  just  on  Halloween 

It  fell  that  night. 


"  Our  Btibhle-rig  was  Rab  IVPGraein, 

A  clever,  sturdy  follow ; 
He's  sin'  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean, 

That  lived  in  Achmacaila! 
He  gat  hemp-seed,*  I  mind  it  weel, 

An'  he  made  unco  light  o't; 
But  monie  a  day  was  by  himsel'. 

He  was  sae  sairly  frightet 
That  vera  night" 
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Ti    n  up  git  fecUn   Jane  Fleck 

A      1      a    oo    by  h  a     o  sc  ence 
TI  at  he  cuuld    a  v  I  emp  seed  a  peck 

For    t    i-aa  a   b      n      e  se 
T!  e  aul  1  gu  d      a     ra     It  dnw     tl  e  pock, 

An    out  a  Hnrlf      g  ed  t   ti 
Syne  bad  hm  sip  fae   n  ang  tJo  folk. 

So  lie  t  me    vhe       a  a  e  see  d  him 
An   try  t  that  nigl  t. 


He  inarclies  thro'  amang  the  stacks, 

Tlio'  he  was  something  sturtin ; 
The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  talta, 

An'  haurls  at  his  curpin : 
An'  ev'ry  now  an'  tJien,  he  says, 

"Hemp-seed,  I  saw  tlioe, 
An'  her  that  ia  to  be  my  lass. 

Come  after  me,  and  draw  thee 
Aa  fast  this  night" 


ile  whistl'd  np  Lord  Lennox's  marc. 

To  keep  his  courage  cheery ; 
Although  hia  hair  begnu  to  arch, 

He  was  sae  fley'd  an'  eerie; 
Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak, 

An'  ihen  a  grane  an'  gruntle: 
He  by  his  shouther  gao  a  keek. 
An'  tumbl'd  wi'  a  iviiitle 

Out  owre  that  sight 


o.led  by  Google 


He  roar  d  a  horrid  murder-shout, 

In  dreadfu'  desperation! 
An'  young  and  nuld  came  rinnin  ou^ 

To  hair  the  sad  narration  : 
He  swoor  'twas  hilchin  Jean  M'Craw, 

Or  crouchie  Merran  Humphie, 
Till  stop!   she  trotted  thro'  them  a'. 

An'  wha  was  it  but  grumphie 
Aateer  that  night! 


Meg  fiun  wad  to  the  barn  hae  gaen, 

To  winn  three  wechta  o'  naething  ■  • 
But  for  to  meet  the  Deil  her  lane. 

She  pat  but  little  faith  in : 
She  gies  the  herd  a  pickle  nits. 

An'  twa  red  cheekit  apples, 
To  watch,  while  for  the  bam  she  seta 

In  hopes  to  see  Tarn  Kipplea 
That  vera  night. 


She  turns  the  key  wi'  cannie  thraw, 
And  owre  the  threshold  ventures ; 


poKulite  i  for  Ihere  \a  danger  Ihal  iKe  being,  ttboul  10  oppear,  may  shut 

m  wJiuiDwiiig  Iha  com,  whif^h,  in  out  coniury  dialed,  we  call  a  w«chl; 
uid  go  [hraugli  all  Ihe  etiiludes  of  cEUng  do^vn  com  agaiun  ihe  wind. 
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But  first  on  Sawnie  gles  a  cft'. 
Syne  baulUIy  in  she  enters ; 

A  nilton  ruttled  up  the  wa', 

An'  she  cried,  L — i!,  preserve  her! 

An'  ran  Ihro'  midden-hole  an' 'a', 

An'  pray'd  wi'  zeal  an'  fervor, 

Fu'  fast  that  night 


They  hoy't  out  Will,  wi'  aair  advice : 

Then  hecht  him  some  fine  braw  ane 
It  chanc'd  the  stack  he  faddom'd  thrice  " 

Was  timber-propt  for  thrawin ! 
He  taka  a  swirlie,  auld  moas  oal(, 

For  some  black,  grousome  carlin ; 
An'  loot  a  winze,  an'  drew  a  stroke, 

Till  akin  in  biypea  cam  haurlin, 

Aff's  nievea  that  night 


A  wanton  widow  Leezie  was. 

As  canty  as  a  kittlen ; 
But  och !   that  night,  amang  the  shaws, 

She  got  a  fearfu'  aetllin! 
She  thro'  the  whins,  an'  by  the  cairn, 

An'  onre  the  hill  gaed  sorievin, 
Whare  three  lairdis'  lands  met  at  a  bum,t 


t  You  go  oul,  one  oi  more,  lor  lhl>  i>  a  >Dci 
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To  dip  her  left  sark-sloeve  in, 
Was  bent  that  night. 


Whylea  o'er  a  linn  the  bumie  plays, 

As  thro'  the  glen  it  wirapl't ; 
Whyles  round  a  rocky  scar  it  Htrayst 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  dimplt; 
Whyles  glitter'il  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi'  bickering,  dancing  dazzle; 
Whyles  cookit  underneath  the  braes, 

Below  the  spreading  hazel. 

Unseen  that  night 


Amang  the  brackens,  on  tlie  brae, 

Between  her  an'  the  moon, 
The  Dei!,  or  else  an  outler  quey. 

Gat  up  an'  gae  a  croon ! 
Poor  Leezie's  heart  maist  lap  the  hool; 

Near  kv'rock-height  she  jumpit, 
But  mi3t  a  fit,  an'  in  the  pool, 

Out  owre  the  lugs  she  plumpit, 

Wi'  1  plunge  that  night. 


In  order,  on  the  clean  hearth-stane. 
The  luggies  three*  are  ranged. 


lefl  hand :  IfbydiBnee 
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An'  ev'ry  time  great  care  m  taen, 
To  see  them  duly  changed  ; 

Au!d  uncle  John,  wha  wedlock's  joys, 
Sin'  Blar'a  year  did  desire, 

Btfcaase  he  gat  the  loom  diah  thrice, 
He  heav'd  them  on  the  fire, 

In  wrath  that  night. 


\\      merry  sanga    an   friendly  cracks, 

I  wit  thpy  did  n^  weary 
\      111  0  tales   an   funnie  jokes 

Th*' r  sjortt.    vere  cheap  aji   cheery, 
r  li  butter  d  so  ns  *  wi   iragrant  lunt, 

■^Lt  a   the  r  gabs  a  steer  n 
'-i3ne    ni   a     wial  glass  o   slrunt, 
They  parted  afT  careenn 

Fu'  bljthe  that  night 


THE  JOLLY  BEGGARS. 


When  lyart  leaves  bestrow  the  yird, 
Or  wav'ring  like  the  Bauckie-bird,  f 

Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast; 
When  hail-stanes  drive  wi'  bitter  skyte. 
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And  infant  frosta  begin  to  bite, 

In  hoary  cranreuch  drest; 
Ae  nigiit  at  e'en  a  merry  core 

O'  rindie,  gangrel  bodies, 
In  Poosie-Nanaie'a  held  the  splor^ 
To  drink  their  orra  duddies: 
Wi'  quaffing  and  laughing, 

They  ranted  and  they  sang, 
Wi'  jumping  and  thumping, 
The  vera  girdle  rang. 

Firet  meat  the  fire,  in  auld  red  rags, 
Ane  sat  n  eel  brac'd  » i'  inealy  bags. 

And  knapsack  a'  in  order. 
His  doxy  liy  witbm  his  arm, 
Wi'  usqucbie  an'  blankets  warm  — 

She  blinket  on  her  sodger 
An'  ay  he  giies  Ihe  tousie  drab 

The  tuber  '.kelpin  kiaa, 
While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab 
Just  like  an  a'mous  dish 

Ilk  smauk  still  did  crack  still, 

Juit  like  a  cidger'a  whip. 

Then,  slagg'nng  and  swagg'nnj 

He  roar'd  this  ditty  up :  — 


Tone  -—  "  Soldier'/  Joy^ 


1  AN  a  son  of  Mars,  who  have  been  in  many  wtn, 
And  show  my  cuts  and  scars  wherever  I  come 
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JTiis  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  other  in  a  trench, 
When  welcoming  the  French  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
LaJ  de  dandle,  Slc. 


My  "prenliceahip  I  past  where  my  leader  breath'd   his 

last, 
Wiien   the   bloody  die    was    cast   on    the   heighia    of 

Abram ; 
I    Berv'd   out   my   trade  when   the   gallant   game  was 

And  the  Moro  low  was  laid  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 


I  lastly  was  with  Curtis,  among  the  floating  batt'rieB, 
And  there  1  lell  for  witness  an  arm  and  a  limb  ; 
Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with  Elliot  to  head  me 
I'd  clatter  on  my  stumps  at  the  sound  of  a  drum. 
Lai  de  daudle,  &.C. 


And    now,  though    I    must  beg,  with  a  wooden  arm 

and  leg, 
And  many  a  tatter'd  rag  hanging  over  my  bum, 
Pm  as  happy   with  my    wallet,  my  bottle,  and  my 

As  when  I  us'd  in  scarlet  to  follow  a  drum. 

Lai  de  daudle,  &c 


What  tho'  with   hoary  locks,  I  muat   stand  the  winter 
Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks  oftentimes  for  a  home. 
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When  the  t'other  bajr  I  sell,  and  the  t'ollier  bittlle  tell, 
I  ciMild  [neet  a  troop  of  hell  ut  tlie  sound  of  the  dmta 
Lai  de  duudle,  &« 


Up  ended        d    h    !  b        h    k 

Aboon  tl       1  ro 

While  fr    h    d  b    kw    d  1  uk. 

And  se  k    I     b  b 

A  fairy  fidJl      f       tl  k. 

Ho  ski  1  d  re 

But  up  a  OS      h         rt    I     h     k 

And  lad  th     1     d     p 


TuHE  —  "  Soldier  haddit-^ 


I  on  e  wa    a      ad,  tho'  I  cannot  tell  when, 
A  d  Htll    ny  del  ght  ia  in  proper  young  men: 
Som     one  of  a  t  oop  of  dragoons  was  my  daddiej 
No  wonder  I  m  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  lal,  &e. 


Tho  first  of  my  lovea  was  a  swaggering  blade ; 
To  rattle  the  thnndering  drum  was  his  trade: 
Hia  leg  was  so  tight,  and  his  cheek  was  so  ruddy 
Transport*  d  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  dc  lal,  &«, 
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Bui  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch  J 
The  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  church: 
He  ventur'd  ihe  soul,  and  I  risked  the  bo'ly  — 
Twaa  tlieii  I  prov'd  false  to  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  lal,  ic 


Full  soon  1  grew  sick  of  my  sanctified  sot. 
The  regiment  at  large  for  a  husband  I  got; 
From  the  gilded  sponloon  to  the  fife  I  was  ready, 
I  asked  no  more  tut  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  lal,  &«. 


Biit  the  peace  it  reduc'd  me  to  beg  in  despair. 
Till  I  met  my  auld  boy  at  Cunningham  fair; 
His  rags  regimental  they  flutter'd  so  gaudy. 
My  heorl  it  rejoic'd  at  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  &c 


And  now  I  have  lived  —  I  know  not  how  long  — 
And  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  or  a  song; 
But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glass  steady 
ilere'a  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  &c 


REi  inrivo 
Then  niest  ontspak  a  raui-le  carlin, 
Wha  kent  sae  weel  to  cleek  tlie  sterling. 
For  mnnie  a  pursie  ohe  had  hooked, 
And  bad  in  monte  a  well  been  ducked 
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Her  dove  had  been  a  Highland  laddie, 
Bui  weuy  fa'  the  waefu'  woody ! 
Wi'  sighs  aod  Eobs  she  thus  began 
To  wail  her  braw  John  Highlandmaa 


AIB. 

"  0,  an  ye  tcere  dead,  gvithmm." 


A  Highland  lad  my  love  was  bom, 
The  Lalland  laws  he  held  in  scorn ; 
But  he  still  was  failhfu'  to  hia  clan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandtnan. 


Sing,  hey  ray  braw  John  Highlandman' 
Sing,  ho  my  braw  John  Highlandman ! 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  Ian' 
Was  match  for  my  John  Highlandman 


With  his  philibeg,  an'  tartan  plaid, 
An'  guid  claymore  down  by  his  side. 
The  ladies'  hearts  he  liid  trepan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandmaa 

Sing,  hey,  &t 


We  ranged  a'  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
An'  Wd  like  lords  an'  ladies  gay ; 
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Piw  a  Lalland  face  lie  feared  nane, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlantlniin. 

Sing,  hey,  &c, 


They  haniah'd  him  beyond  the  eea, 
But  ere  the  bud  waa  on  the  trwe, 
Adown  my  clieeks  the  pearls  ran, 
Embracing'  my  John  High  landman. 

Sing,  hey,  &.e. 


But,  oh!  they  catcli'd  him  at  the  last. 
And  bound  him  in  a  dungeon  fast ; 
My  curse  upon  them  ev'ry  ane, 
They've  hang'd  my  braw  Joiin  HighUndmaiw 
Sing,  hey,  &.c 


And  now  a  widow,  I  must  mourn 
The  pleasures  that  will  ne'er  return; 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can, 
When  I  tliink  on  John  Ilighlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  &c 


A  pigmy  scraper  wi'  his  fiddle, 

Wha  us'd  to  trysts  and  faire  to  driddlB, 

Her  Btrappan  limb  and  gaucy  middle, 

He  reach'd  nae  higher. 
Had  hoi'd  his  heartie  like  a  riddle, 

An'  biawn't  on  fire. 
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on  hannch,  an'  upward  e*e, 
d  hiB  ^amat,  one,  two,  thre^ 
an  Arioso  kej, 

The  wee  Apollo 
i'  Allegretto  ^lee 

Hia  giga  sotoi 


"  fFMsae  o'er  the  late  oX" 


Let  me  lyke  up  to  dight  that  tear 
An'  go  wi'  me  to  be  my  dear, 
An'  then  your  ev'ry  care  an'  fear 
May  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o'L 


I  am  B  fiddler  to  my  trade. 
And  a'  the  tunes  that  e'er  I  play'd, 
The  sweetest  still  to  wife  or  maid, 
WaB  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 


At  kima  and  weddingB  we'se  be  then^ 
And  O  !   sae  nicely's  we  wilt  fare  j 
We'll  bouse  about  till  didilie  Care 
Slug  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

1  am,  &C. 


Sae  merrily  the  banes  we'll  pybo^ 
An'  eon  oursels  about  the  dyke 
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An'  at  our  leisure,  when  we  like, 
We'll  whistle  o'er  the  lave  ot 

I  am,  &C, 


But  bleas  me  wi'  your  heav'n  o'  ehanni, 
An'  while  I  kittle  hair  on  thainoB, 
Hunger,  cauM,  an'  a'  bic  hanns. 
May  whistle  o'er  the  lave  ot 

I  am,  &C, 


RECITATIVO. 

Her  charms  had  struck  a  sturdy  Caitd, 

As  weel  as  poor  Gut-scraper; 
He  taks  the  fiddler  by  the  beard, 

And  draws  a  rusty  rapier. 
He  swoor  by  a'  was  swearing  worth. 

To  speet  him  like  a  piiver, 
Unless  he  would,  from  that  time  forth, 

Relinquish  her  for  ever. 

Wi'  ghastly  e'e,  poor  tweedle-dee 

Upon  hia  hunkers  beniied. 
And  pray'd  for  grace,  wi'  ruefu'  face, 

And  sae  the  quarrel  ended. 
But  though  his  little  heart  did  grieve, 

When  round  the  tinker  press'd  her. 
He  feign'd  to  snirtle  in  his  sleeve, 

When  thus  the  Caird  address'd  hnr.  — 
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Tons — "Clout  the  Oiiufron.* 


My  bonie  lass,  I  work  in  braaa, 

A  tinker  is  my  station ; 
IVe  travell'd  round  all  Christian  ground 

In  this,  my  occupation. 
I've  taen  tlie  gold,  I've  been  enroll'd 

In  many  a  noble  equaiiron; 
Bnt  vain  they  search'd,  when  aff  I  march'd 

To  go  and  clout  the  ciudron. 

I've  taen  the  gold,  &c. 


Despise  that  shrimp,  that  wither'd  imp, 

Wi'  a'  his  noise  and  cap'rin, 
And  tak  a  share  wi'  those  that  bear 

The  budget  and  the  apron. 
And  by  that  stowpl  my  faith  and  bonp, 

And  by  that  dear  Keilboigie,* 
If  e'er  ye  want,  or  meet  wi'  scant, 

Mny  I  ne'er  weet  my  craigie. 

And  by  that  stowp,  &.c 


RECETATIVO. 
The  Caird  prevail'd  —  th'  unblushing  fiiir 

In  his  embraces  sunk. 
Partly  wi'  love  o'ercome  sae  aair. 

An'  partly  she  was  drunk. 
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Sir  Violina,  wi'  an  air 

That  showM  a  man  of  spunk, 

Wisli'd  uniaon  between  the  pair. 
An'  made  the  battle  clunk 

To  tlieir  liealth  that  nichL 

Bat  hurchin  Cupid  aliot  a  shaft 

That  play'd  a  dame  a  shavie, 
The  fiddier  rak'd  her  fore  and  aft, 

Behint  the  chicken  cavie. 
Her  lord,  a  wight  o'  Hotner'a  •  cnf^ 

Tho'  limpin  wi'  the  spavie, 
He  hirpl'd  up,  and  lap  like  daft, 

And  alior'd  them  dainty  Davie, 
O'  boot  that  night. 

He  was  a  care-defying'  blade. 

As  ever  Bacchus  listed ; 
Tho'  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid. 

His  heart  she  ever  miss'd  it. 
He  had  nae  wish  but  —  to  be  glad; 

Nor  want,  but — when  he  thirsted! 
He  hated  nought,  but — to  be  sad; 

And  thns  tJie  Muse  sug-geated 
His  sang  that  niglit. 


Tfjxz—" FoT  a'  that,  and  o*  ttot" 


I  am  a  Bard  of  no  regard 
Wi'  gentle  folks,  an'  a'  \} 
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t  Ilomer-likp,  the  glowrin  byke, 
frae  town  to  town  I  draw  tliat. 


For  ft'  that,  and  a'  that. 
And  twice  as  muckle's 

['ve  lost  but  ane,  I've  tws 
I've  wife  cncugli  for  a' 


I  never  drank  the  Muses'  stank, 
Caatalia'a  Iiiirn,  and  a'  that; 

But  lliere  it  streaitii^,  and  riclily  reams, 
My  Helicon  I  ca'  that. 

For  a'  that,  &c. 


Great  love  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair 
Their  humble  slave,  and  a'  tl 

But  lordly  will  1  hold  it  still 

A  mortal  siti  to  Ihraw  that. 

For  a'  that,  &.c. 


In  raptures  sweet,  tliis  hour  we  meet, 
VVi'  miilual  love,  and  a'  tliat; 

Biit  for  how  lang  the  Hie  may  stang, 
Let  inclination  law  tliut. 

For  a'  that,  &c. 


Their  tricks  and  crafl  have  put  ine  daft, 
1'hey've  laen  me  in,  aud  a'  that; 

But  clear  your  decks,  and  here'x  tlie  sex 
I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that. 
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For  a'  thnt,  and  a'  tlint, 

And  twice  as  miickle'a  a'  that; 
My  dearest  bliiid,  to  di>  them  iftiitl, 

Tliey're  welcome  till't  for  a'  Itiat 


So  sun^,'  the  bnrd— and  Nansie's  wa'a 
Shook  wi'  a  thunder  of  apphmse, 

Ro-ecliu'd  from  each  month ; 
Tliey  wom'd  tlieir  pocka,  an'  pawn'd  tJicir  dudi. 
They  scarcely  left. to  co'er  their  fuda 

To  quench  their  loivan  drouth. 

Then  owre  again,  the  jovial  thranj 

The  poet  did  reiiuest, 
To  loose  his  pack,  aji'  wale  a  aanw, 
A  baUad  o'  the  best: 
He,  rising,  rejoicing, 

Between  his  twa  Deborahs, 
Looka  round  him,  an'  found  Ihear 
Impatient  for  the  chorus. 


ToNK  —  "/o%  mortals,  Jilt  yovr  glfumt," 


See  the  smoking  bowl  before  ua! 

Mark  our  jovial,  ragged  ring! 
Round  and  round  take  up  the  chotiia, 

And  in  raptures  let  ua  sing. 
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BORKs'a    POEBI9. 


A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected ! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast ! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 

Cliurches  built  to  please  the  priert. 


t  ia  title  ?   what  is  treasure  ? 
hat  is  reputation's  care  ? 
;  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 
IS  DO  raatter  how  or  where. 
A  fig,  &c. 


With  the  ready  trick  and  fable, 
Round  we  wander  all  the  day; 

And  at  night,  in  bam  or  stable. 
Hug  oar  doxies  on  the  hay. 
A  fig,  &.C. 


Does  the  train-attended  c 
Thro'  the  country  lighter  rove? 

Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
Witness  brighter  scenes  of  lovaf 
A  fig,  &.C. 


Life  is  all  a  variorum. 

We  regard  not  how  it  goea; 
Let  them  cant  about  decorum, 

Who  have  characters  to  loss. 
A  fig,  &.& 
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Here's  to  budgets,  brags,  and  wailcteJ 
Ilere'a  to  all  the  wamrrin^  Irain! 

Here's  our  rags^'Cil  brats  nnil  i:allotfl  I 
One  and  ai!  cry  out,  Atncn! 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected! 

Liberty's  a  ghirioim  feost ! 
Courtfl  for  cowards  were  erected, 

Cliurches  built  to  please  the  pricat 


DEATH  AND  DR.  HORNBOOK. 


BoME  books  are  lies  frie  end  to  end, 

Ev'n  miiuaiera,  Ibey  hae  been  Jtewi'd, 
In  boly  rapture, 

A  rousing'  whid,  at  tiiiiea  to  vend. 

And  nail't  wi'  Si-npture. 

But  tins  that  I  am  giun  to  tell, 
Uliich  latclv  on  a  ni^lit  befell, 
la  jUBt  OS  troe'a  tlie  Deil's  in  h-ll 

Or  Dublin  city; 
That  e'er  he  nearer  cornea  ourael' 

'S  B  muckle  pity. 

The  Clachan  yill  had  made  me  canty, 
t  was  nae  fuu,  but  just  had  plenty; 
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I  Blaclier'd  whylea,  but  yet  took  tent  ay 
To  free  the  ditches ; 

An'  hillocks,  stanea,  an'  bushes,  kenn'd  bj 
Frae  ghaista  an'  witches. 

The  rising  moon  began  to  glow'r 
The  distant  Cumnock  hills  out  owre  j 
To  count  her  horns,  wi'  a'  my  pow'r, 

1  set  mysel' ; 
But  vhether  she  had  three  or  four, 

I  could  na  tell. 


I  was  come  round  about  the  hill, 
An'  todlin  down  on  Willie's  mill. 
Setting  my  staff  wi'  a'  my  skill, 

To  keep  me  sicker; 
Tho*  leeward  whylea,  against  my  will, 

T  took  a  bicker. 


I  there  wi'  something  did  forgather. 

That  put  me  in  an  eerie  swiiher ; 

An  awfu'  scythe,  out  owre  ae  shouther. 

Clear  dangling  hangj 
A  three-tae'd  leister  on  the  ithec 

Layi  large  an*  lang. 


Its  stature  seem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  Iwa, 
The  queerest  shape  that  e'er  I  saw, 
For  fient  a  vame  it  had  ava ! 

And  then,  its  shanks. 
They  were  as  thin,  as  sharp,  an'  sma' 

As  cheeks  o'  branks ! 
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"Guide'en,"quo'I;  "Friend!  hae  ye  been  mawi 
When  ither  folk  are  busy  sawin ? "' 
It  aeem'd  to  mak  a  kind  o'  atan', 

But  naetliing  spalt ; 
At  length,  saya  I,  "  Friend,  whare  ye  gaun  ? 

Will  ye  go  back?" 

It  Bpak  right  howe  —  "  My  name  ia  Death ! 
But  be  na  fley'd."  Quo'  I,  "Quid  faith! 
Ye're  may  be  come  to  atap  my  breath , 

But  tent  me,  billie; 
I  red  ye  weel,  !ak  care  o'  skaith. 

See,  there'a  a  guUy !  " 

"  Guidman,"  quo'  he,  "  put  up  your  whittle, 
Vm  no  deaign'd  Co  try  ita  mettle  • 
But  if  I  did,  I  wa  1  be  kittle    ^ 

To  be  n  jslear  d 
I  wad  na  mind    t  no  that  sp  ttle 

Out  owre    ny  beard." 

"Weel,  weel       eaya  I      a  hargan  bet, 
Come,  gie's  your  ha  d    au   aae  were  greeH, 
We'll  ease  our  ol    nks    an   tJ.k  a  seat 


"Ay,  ay!""qio  he   an  shook  his  head 
"  It's  e'en  a  lan^^    la  q  f     *■     odeed 
Sin'  I  began  to  n  ck  tl  e  tread 

An   choke  the  breath 
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Folk  maun  do  Bomethmg  for  their  bread, 
An'  sae  maUD  Death ' 

"  Siijt  thousand  years  are  near  hand  flod 

Sin'  I  vas  to  tlip  botching  breJ, 

An'  monie  a  scheme  in  \ainB  been  laid 

To  stJp  or  star  me. 
Till  a-.e  Hornbooks*  taen  up  the  trade, 

An'  faith,  he'll  waur  me ' 

"Ye  ken  Jock  Hornbook,  i'  the  Clachan, 
Deil  mak  his  kings  hool  in  a  spleuchan! 
He's  grown  sae  weel  acquaint  wi'  Buchan,t 

An'  ither  chaps 
The  weans  hand  ont  their  hngers  laughin. 

An'  pouk  my  hips 

"See,  here's  a  scythe,  and  there's  a  dorl, 
They  hae  pierc'd  nionie  a  gallant  heart ; 
But  Doctor  Hornbook,  wi'  his  ait. 

And  cursed  skill, 
Has  made  them  baith  no  north  a  f— t, 

D-mnd  baet  they'll  kill' 

•"Twas  bfit  yestreen,  nae  farther  gaen, 

I  threw  a  noble  throw  at  ane , 

Wi'  less,  I'm  Rure,  Ive  hundreds  slain. 

But  deil  may -cart,. 
It  just  play'd  dirl  on  the  bane. 

But  did  nie  miir 
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"Hornbook  was  by,  wi'  ready  art 
And  had  sae  fortified  the  part. 
That  when  I  looked  to  niy  dart. 

It  waa  aae  blunt, 
Fient  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

Of  a  kail-runt. 

"I  drew  my  scythe  in  sic  a  fury, 
I  near  haud  cowpit  wi'  my  hurry; 
Bat  yet  the  bauld  Apothecary 

Withstood  the  shock ; 
I  might  as  weel  hae  tried  a  quariy 

O'  hard  whia  rock. 

"Ev'n  them  he  canna  get  attended, 
Altlio'  their  face  he  ne'er  had  kenrfd  it, 
Just in  a  kail-blade,  and  send  it. 

As  soon's  he  smeOa't, 
Baith  their  disease,  and  what  will  mend  it, 

At  once  he  tells'L 

"  And  then  a'  doctor's  saws  an'  whittles, 
Of  a'  dimensions,  shapes,  an'  mettles, 
A'  kind  o'  hoses,  mugs,  an'  bottles, 

He's  sure  to  hae; 
Their  Latin  names  as  fast  ho  lattlea 

As  A  B  C. 

"  Calces  o'  fossils,  earth,  and  trees ; 
True  sal-marinum  o'  the  seas; 
The  farina  of  beans  and  peas. 

He  has't  in  plenty : 
Aqua-fortis,  whnt  you  pleaae, 

He  can  content  y& 
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■'  Forbye,  some  n 

Urinua  apiritua  o'  capom ; 

Or  mitc-horn  ahavinga,  ftlinga,  scrap  inga, 

Distill'J  per  «  ; 
Sal  alkali  o'  miilge-tail-clippings, 

AnJ  monie  mae." 


"  VVae'a  nic  tor  J  1  n 

nv  C  ed'a  Hole  •  no 

Quo'  I,  "  1  that  the 

ne   s  be  true  ! 

Ilia  braiv  c  11  vard 

ha  e  go   ins  grew, 

Sae    vl 

:e  a      boil  o 

Nae  doubt  tl  ey  11  r  v 

e    t;  ir     the  pleugh 

They'll 

ru  n  Juhni y    " 

The  creature  grain'd  an  eldr  etch  la  igh. 
And  aaya,  "Ye  noeil  na  yoke  the  pleugb} 
Kirkjorda  will  soon  be  till'd  eneugh, 

Tak  ye  oae  fear; 
They'll  a'  be  trench'd  wi'  nionie  a  sheugh, 

In  twa-tliree  year. 

"Whare  I  kill'd  ano,  a  fair  slrae  death, 
By  loss  o'  blood,  or  want-  o'  breath, 
Tills  niglit  I'm  free  to  lak  my  aith. 

That  Hornbook's  akill 
Has  clad  a  score  i'  their  lost  clailb, 

By  drap  an'  pill. 

"  An  honest  wabster  to  his  trade, 
Whase  wife's  twa  nieves  were  scarce  weel  bred. 
Gat  tippence-worth  to  mend  her  head, 
When  it  was  sair: 
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The  wife  alade  c 


"A  coitntra  laird  had  taen  tlie  batli, 
Or  Borne  curmurring  in  his  guta ; 
Ilia  only  son  for  Hornbook  aels, 

An'  pays  him  well : 
The  lad,  for  twa  guid  giinmer  pets, 

Waa  laird  himael'. 

"  A  bonie  lass,  ye  kenn'd  her  name. 
Some  ill-brewn  drink  had  hov'd  her  wam 
She  trusts  hersel',  to  hide  her  shame, 

In  Hornbook's  care: 
Horn  sent  her  alT  to  her  lang  hame. 

To  hide  it  there. 

"  That's  just  a  swatch  o'  Hornbook's  way : 
Tlius  he  goes  on  from  day  to  day. 
Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  an'  slay, 

An'a  weel  paid  for't; 
Yet  stops  me  o'  my  lawfu'  prey, 

Wi'  his  d-mn'd  dirt. 

"But  hark!  I'll  tell  you  of  a  plot, 
Tlio' 'tiinna  ye  be  speaking  o'tj 
ril  nail  the  self-conceited  sot 

Aa  dead's  a  herrin; 
Niest  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groa^ 

lie  gets  his  fairin!" 

But  just  as  he  began  to  tell, 

1'ae  auld  kick-hanimer  strak  the  b«ll, 
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Some  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  tiral, 
Which  rais'd  ub  baithi 

I  took  the  way  Ihat  ploaa'd  mysel', 
And  sae  did  Death. 


A  DREAM. 

ThoDghu,  words,  anil  deeds,  ihe  staiute 


GuiD  morning  to  your  Majesty! 

May  heav'n  augment  your  blisses, 
On  every  new  birth-day  ye  see, 

An  humble  poet  wishes  ! 
My  bardship  hero,  at  your  levee, 

On  sic  a  day  aa  (his  is. 
Is  Bure  an  uncouth  sight  to  see. 

Among  the  birth-day  dresses 
Sae  fine  this  day. 


I  Bee  yeVe  complimented  thrang. 
By  "lonie  a  lord  and  lady; 

"  Gou  save  the  kingf ! "  'a  a  cuckoo  at 
That's  unct.eosy  said  ay  j 

The  Poets,  too,  a  venal  ganp 
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W      hy    M         It       d      d        dy 
Wad  g^    y     tr  w  y  d    wrang 


Tis  \ery  tnie,  m\  ^ov'iPign  king, 

My  ikiU  may  «ee]  b»    doubtpd  , 
But  facts  are  chielo  that  ninna  ding, 

An'  down  a  be  disputed 
Your  royal  neat,  bcnojth  your  wing, 

Is  e'on  ngiit  reft  an'  clouted. 
And  now  the  third  part  o'  thp  Btrinj, 

An'  lesi.  Hill  gang  ahrut  it 
Than  did  ae  day 


Par  be't  frae  nie  that  I  aspire 
To  olame  your  legislation, 

Or  say   ve  wiadotn  want,  or  fire, 
To  rule  this  mighty  mtion' 

But  faith  I  I  iintLklo  doubt,  my  Sire, 
\e've  trusted  minii   ation 

To  chaps,  nha,  in  a  bam  or  byre, 
23 
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Anil  now  ye've  gien  auld  Britain  peace, 

Ilcr  broken  shim  to  plaster; 
Your  Bair  taxation  does  her  fleece. 

Till  she  hoa  scarce  a  tester: 
For  me,  tliank  God!  my  life's  a  lease, 

Nae  bargain  wearing  faster, 
Or,  faith  !   1  fear,  that  wi'  tlie  geese, 

I  shortly  boost  to  pasture, 

I'  the  craft  some  day 


;  Willie  Pitt, 
When  taxes  he  enlarges, 
(An*  Will's  a  truo  guiJ  fallow's  get, 

A  name  not  envy  spairges,) 
That  he  intends  to  pay  your  debt. 

An'  lessen  a'  your  charges; 
But,  G-d'a  sake!  let  nae  saving-fit 
Abridge  your  bonie  barges 

An'  boats  this  day. 


'Adieu,  my  Liege!   may  freedom  geck 

Beneath  your  high  protection ; 

An'  may  ye  rax  corniption's  neck, 

And  gie  her  for  dissection! 
But  since  I'm  here.  111  no  neglect, 

In  loyal,  true  aficction. 
To  pay  your  Queen,  with  due  rcspec^ 
My  fealty  an"  subjection. 

This  great  birth-day 
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Hail,  Majesty  most  excellent! 

WhUe  nobles  strive  to  please  ye, 
Will  ye  accept  a  compliment 

A  simple  Poet  gies  ye? 
Thae  bonie  bairn-time,  Heav'n  has  lent, 

Still  higher  may  they  heeze  ye 
In  bliss,  till  fate  some  day  is  sent. 

For  ever  to  release  ye 

Frae  care  that  day. 


For  yon,  young  potentate  o'  Wales, 

I  tell  your  Highness  fairly, 
Down  pleasure's  stream,  wi'  swelling  ■ail*, 

I'm  tauld  ye're  driving  ra.rely ; 
But  Bome  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails, 

An'  curse  your  folly  sairly, 
That  e'er  ye  brak  Diana's  pales. 

Or  ratti'd  dice  wi'  Charlie, 
By  night  or  day. 


Yet  aft  a  ragged  cowte's  been  known 

To  mok  a  noble  aiver ; 
So  ye  may  doucely  fill  a  throne. 

For  a'  their  clish-ma-claver : 
There  him  "  at  Agincourt  wha  shone, 

Few  better  were  or  braver; 
And  yet,  wi'  funny,  queer  Sir  Johii,t 

He  \na  an  unco  shaver. 

For  monie  a  day. 
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For  you,  right  rev'rend  O—    -, 

Nane  seta  tlie  lawn-alceve  eweetRV 
Altho'  a  ribbon  at  your  lug 

Wad  been  a  dress  completer; 
As  ye  disown  yon  paughty  dog 

That  bears  the  keys  of  Peter, 
Then,  swith!  an'  get  a  wife  to  hug, 

Or,  trouth !  ye'll  stain  the  mitre 
Some  luckless  day. 


Young,  royal  Tarry  Breeks,  I  learn, 

Ve've  lately  come  athwart  her ; 
A  glorious  galley,*  stem  an'  stem, 

Weel  ngg'd  for  Venus'  barter ; 
But  first  hani;  out,  that  she'l!  discern 

Your  hymeneal  charter. 
Then  heave  aboard  your  grapple  airo, 

An'  large  upo'  her  quarter. 

Come  full  that  day. 


Y(,  lastK,  boiiiL  bltosoms  a', 

\s  rojil  lasses  dnmtj 
Heai'n  mak  you  guid  as  weel  a 

An'  gie  you  lads  a  plenty  ; 
But  eneer  na  Bntiah  bojs  awa'. 

For  kings  are  unco  scant  ay ; 
An'  German  gentles  art,  but  ami 

They're  better  ju'jt  than  want 
On  onie  day 
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God  b.eaa  you  a' !  consider  now, 

Ye're  unco  muekle  dautet; 
But  ere  the  course  o'  life  be  thro 

It  may  be  hitter  aaulet: 
An'  I  liae  seen  tlieir  coggie  foo, 

That  yet  hae  tarrow'd  at  itf 
But  or  the  day  was  done,  1  trow, 

The  laggeii  they  hae  clautet, 
Fu'  clean  that  day. 


SCOTCH  DRINK. 


Let  other  poets  raise  a  fracas 

"Bout  vines,  an'  wines,  an'  drunken  Bacchus, 

An'  crabbit  names  an'  stories  wrack  us, 

An'  grate  bur  lug, 
I  sing  the  juice  Scots  bear  can  mok  us, 

Ir.  glass  or  jug. 

O  thou,  my  Muse!  guid  auld  Scotch  Dnnk, 
Whether  thro'  wimpling  worms  lhou  jink 
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Or,  richly  brown,  ream  o'er  Ihe  brink. 
In  glorious  faem, 

Inspixe  me,  till  I  lisp  and  wink. 
To  sbg  thy  name. 

Let  husky  Wheat  the  hnugha  adorn. 
And  Aits  set  up  their  awnio  horn, 
An'  Pease. and  Beans  at  e'en  or  morn, 

Perfiime  the  plain, 
Leeze  me  on  thee,  John  Barieycom, 

Thou  king  o'  grain  ! 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chowa  her  cood. 
In  souple  Bcones,  the  wail  o'  food ! 
Or  tumblin'  in  the  boiling  flood, 

Wi'  kail  an'  beef; 
But  when  thou  pours  thy  strong  heart's  blood, 

There  thou  bhines  chief 

Food  fills  the  name,  an'  keep?  us  luin*; 
Tho'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  receivm'. 
When  heavy  drag^-"!  wi    pmp  and  gnevin'j 

But  oil  d  by  thee. 
The  wheels  o'  hfe  gae  down  hill,  Sfnevin', 

Wi'  ruttlin'  glee 

j  Thou  clears  the  head  o'  doited  Lear ; 

I  Thou  cheers  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care* 

Thou  strings  the  nerves  of  Labor  aair, 

At's  weary  toil ; 
Thou  even  brightens  dark  Despair 
Wi'  gloomy  smile. 

Aft,  clad  in  massy  silver  weed, 
Wi'  Gentles  thou  erects  thy  head} 
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Vtl  humHy  kind  in  time  o'  need, 
The  poor  min's  wino, 

lIiB  wee  ilrap  pamlch,  or  hi«  bread, 
Thou  kilLhens  fine 

Thdu  irt  the  life  o"  public  haunta  , 

But  thee,  «hat  werp  our  fjirs  and  rants? 

Ev'n  i^odly  mcPtings  o   the  aaunta, 

Bj   thee  in'spir'  1, 
When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tenta- 

Are  doubly  fir'd 

That  merry  nijht  we  g'-i.  the  com  m, 
O  Hweetl\   tlien  (hiu  reams  the  horn  in! 
Or  reekin'  on  a  New  Year  inornin' 

In  cog  or  bickpr. 
An'  just  a  wee  drap  sp  ritual  burn  in. 

An'  gusty  sucker' 

WhpQ  Vulcan  gics  his  bplloiv*  breath, 
An'  plou  >h:nen  gither  « i  their  grailh, 
O  rare '  to  see  the  haz  an'  freath 

I'  the  lugjet  caup ' 
Then  BurneHin  Lomes  on  like  death 

At  ev'ry  chaup. 

Nae  mercy,  then,  for  aim  or  steel ; 
The  brawnie,  bainie,  ploughman  chiel', 
Brings  hard  owrc'ilp,  with  sturdy  wheel, 

The  strong  forehainmer, 
Till  block  an'  studdie  ring  an'  reel 

Wi'  dinsome  clamor. 

When  skirlin  weanies  see  the  light, 
Thou  maks  the  gossips  clatter  briglit 
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How  fumlin'  cuifa  their  dearies  alight; 

Wae  worth  the  iittme! 
Nae  howdie  g-ets  a  Bocia.1  night, 

Or  plack  frie  them. 

When  neebora  anger  at  h  plea, 
An'  just  as  wud  as  wud  can  be, 
How  easy  can  the  barley  bree 

Cement  the  quarrel; 
It's  aye  the  cheopest  lawyer's  fee. 

To  taste  the  barrel. 

Alake !  that  e'er  my  Muse  had  reason 
Tu  wyte  her  countrymen  wl'  treason ; 
But  monie  daily  weet  their  weaeon 

Wi'  liquors  nice. 
An'  hardly,  in  a  winter's  season, 

E'er  spier  her  price, 

Wae  worth  that  brandy,  burning'traah. 
Fell  source  o'  monie  a  pain  an'  brash ! 
Twins  monie  a  poor,  doylt,  drunken  has!^ 

O'  half  his  days; 
An'  sends,  beside,  auld  Scotland's  cash 

To  her  warat  faes. 

Ye  Scots,  wha  wish  auld  Scotland  well! 
Ve  chief,  to  you  my  tale  I  tell. 
Poor  placklesB  devila  like  mysel' ! 

It  aets  you  ill, 
W  hitter,  deathfu'  winea  to  mel!. 

Or  foreign  gill. 

May  gravels  round  his  blather  wrench, 
An'  gouts  torment  him  inch  by  inch, 
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Wha  titists  Inn  gnintip  wi'  a  gluniji 

Out  owre  a  g\iii  o'  k  hiskpy-punch 
Wi'  hoiie'-t  men, 

O  Whiskey!  soul  a'  plays  an'  pranks! 

Accept  a  Bardie's  humbie  tlianks ' 

When  wanting  tliee,  what  tunelpss  cranks 

Are  ijij   pour  verses' 
Thou  comes  —  tliPj  rJllle  i'  Uiuir  ranka 

At  lUier'a  a a  > 

Thee,  Ferintosh!     O  sadly  lost! 
Scotland,  lament  frae  coast  to  coast! 
Now  colic  grips,  and  harkin  hoast, 

iUy  kill  us  a'; 
For  loyal  Forbes'  chartered  boast 

Thae  curst  horse-leeches  o'  th'  Excise, 
Wha  mak  tlie  whiskey  stells  their  prize! 
Haud  up  thy  han',  Deil !  ance,  twice,  thrica 

There,  seiie  the  blinkers! 
An'  bake  Ihem  up  in  brunstane  pies 

For  poor  d— ii'd  drinkers. 

Fortune!  if  thou'U  but  gie  me  still 
Hale  breeks,  a  scone,  an'  whiskey  gill, 
An'  rowth  o'  rhyme  to  rave  at  will, 

Tak  a'  the  rest. 
An   deal't  abont  as  thy  blind  skill 

Directs  thee  besU 
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THE  AUTHOR'S  EARNEST  CRY  AND  PRAYER* 

TO    THK    SCOTCH   REPBESEKTATIVES    IW   TUB    HOUSE  OF 


Bnren  dT  distills  ion !  lo-^i  and  beat — 
HqW  Kl  Ibou  losl !  P.iMDYO.-g  Miiio.-i. 

Ye  Irish  Ijorda,  ye  Knighta  an'  Squires, 
Wha  represent  our  burghs  an'  ahirea, 
An*  doucely  manage  our  affairs 

To  you  a  simple  Poet's  prayers 
Are  humbly  sent 

Alas!  my  roupct  Muse  is  hearse! 

Your  honors'  hearts  wi'  grief  'twad  pierce, 

To  see  her  sittin  on  her  a — e, 

Low  L'  life  (lust, 
An'  Bcriechin  out  prosaic  verse, 

An'  like  to  brust! 

Tell  them  wha  hae  the  chief  direction, 
Scotland  an'  me's  in  great  affliction, 
E'er  sin'  they  laid  that  curst  restriction 

On  Aquavitie  ; 
An'  rouse  them  up  to  strong  conviction, 

An'  move  tiieir  pity. 
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stand  forth,  an'  tell  yon  Premier  Youlh, 

The  honest,  open,  naked  truth; 

Tell  him  o'  mine  on'  Scotland's  drouth, 

His  servants  humble: 
The  muckle  Deil  blaw  ye  south, 

If  ye  dissemble ! 

Does  onie  great  man  glunch  an'  gioom! 
Speak  out,  an'  never  fash  jour  thumb ! 
Let  posta  an'  pensions  sink  or  sooni 

Wi'  them  wha  grant  'em : 
If  honestly  they  canna  come, 

Par  better  want  'em. 

In  goth'ring  votes  you  were  na  slack ; 
Now  BtanJ  as  tightly  by  your  tack  j 
Ne'er  ciaw  your  lug,  an'  fidge  your  back, 

All'  lium  an'  haw ; 
But  raise  your  arm,  an'  tell  your  crack 

Before  thern  a'. 

Paint  Scotland  greeting  owre  her  thrissioj 
Her  muchkin  stoup  as  toom'a  a  whissle  ; 
An'  d-mn'd  excisemen  in  a  bussle, 

Seizin  a  stell, 
Triumphant  crushin't  like  a  mussel 

Or  lampit  shell. 

Then  on  the  tither  hand  present  her, 
A  blackguard  smuggler  right  hehint  her, 
An'  cheek-for-chow,  a  chufKe  vintner, 

Col  leaguing;  join, 
Picking  her  pouch  as  bare  as  winter. 

Of  a'  kind  coia 
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la  there,  ihiit  bears  the  name  o'  Scot, 
But  feels  his  heart's  bluid  rising  hot, 
To  see  bis  poor  auld  mither's  pot 

Thus  dung  in  staves, 
An'  piunder'd  o'  her  hindmost  groat 

By  gallons  knaves' 

Alas !  I'm  but  a  nameless  wieht, 
Trode  i'  the  mire,  an'  out  o'  i>ight 
But  could  I  like  Mo  it^oniPH'^a  fi^ht, 

Or  gab  hkp  Busnell, 
There's  sonie  sark  nBtke  I  ivid  draw  tiglt, 

An'  tie  some  hoae  well 

Cod  bieas  your  Honors  can  ye  see't, 
The  kind,  auld,  caiitie  Cirlin  greet, 
An'  no  get  warmly  to  your  feet, 

An'  gar  them  hear  it. 
An'  tell  them  wi'  a  patriot  heat. 

Ye  winna  bear  it! 

Some  o'  you  nicely  ken  the  laws, 
To  round  the  period  an'  pause. 
An'  wi'  rhetoric  clause  on  clause 

To  mak  harangues ; 
Then  echo  thrrf  Saint  Stephen's  wa's 

Auld  Scotland's  wranga 

Dempster,  a  true-blue  Scot  I'se  warrau ; 
Thee,  ailh-detesting,  chaste  Kilkerrani* 
An'  that  glib-gabbet  Highland  Baron, 
The  Laird  o*  Graham  jf 

ii  Adaia FergoKii.    I  The presew  Dukeof  Moiiuoie— {18001 
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Ad'  one,  a  chap  tlmt's  dam'd  auldfainu], 
Dunilas  Ilia  name. 

Erskine,  a  spunlde  Norland  billia ; 
True  Campbeds,  Frederick  an'  Hay; 
An'  Livingslojie,  ihe  bauld  Sir  Willie ; 

An'  monie  itliers, 
Whom  auld  Demoatlienea  or  Tully 

Might  own  for  brilhers. 

Arouse,  my  boya !  exert  your  mettle, 
To  get  auld  Scotland  back  her  kettle ; 
Or  faith !  Ill  wad  my  neiv  pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'U  seet  or  lang, 
Shell  teach  yon,  wi'  a  reekin'  whittle, 

Anitlier  aang. 

This  while  ahe'a  been  in  canc'roas  mood. 
Her  lost  Militia  fir'd  her  bluid ; 
(Deil  na  they  never  mair  do  gold, 

Plny'd  her  that  pliskie!) 
An'  now  ahe'a  like  to  rin  red-ivud 

About  her  Whiskey, 

An'  L — d,  if  ance  they  pit  her  till't, 
Her  lartan  petticoat  slie'll  kilt, 
An'  durk  an'  pistol  at  her  belt, 

She'll  tak  the  streets, 
An'  rin  her  whittle  to  the  hilt, 

r  the  lirBt  she  meets ! 

For  G — d  aake,  Sirs !  then  speak  her  fti^ 
An'  Btraik  her  cannie  wi'  t)]e  hair, 
An'  lo  tlie  [Wickie  liouse  repair, 
Wi'  instant  speed, 
34 
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An'  Btrive  wi'  a'  your  wit  an'  lear, 
To  get  reniead. 

Yon  ill-tongTi'd  tinkler,  Charlie  Fox, 
Moy  launt  you  wi'  his  jeers  an'  mocki; 
But  gie  him'l  het,  my  henrty  cocks ! 

E'en  cowe  the  caddie, 
An'  send  him  to  his  dicing  box 

An'  Bportin'  kdy. 

Tell  yon  guid  bluid  o'  auld  Bockonnock's, 
ni  be  hi 9  debt  twa  mashlum  binnocka. 
An'  dnnk  bis  health  id  auld  Nanse  Tinnock«  * 

If  he  some  scheme,  like  tea  and  winnocks, 
Wdd  kindly  spek 

Could  he  some  commutation  broach, 

ru  pledge  my  oilh  m  guid  braid  Scotch, 

He  need  na  fear  their  toul  reproach. 

Nor  erudilion , 
Yon  mixtia-maxtie,  queer  hotch-potch. 

The  Coalition. 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  ton^e , 
She's  ju^t  1  Ae\d  wi'  a  rung. 
An'  if  she  promise  auld  or  young 

To  tak  their  part, 
Tho'  by  the  neck  she  should  be  Btrung, 

She'll  no  desert. 
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Till  Bkelpt  —  a  shot ;  —  thfly're  aff  a  ifaiowther 
To  %a.ye  tJieir  skici. 

But  bring  a  Scotsman  fme  hjs  hill, 
Chf  Id  his  cheek  a  Iliglilnnd  gill, 
Say   such  h  roya!  George's  will, 

An'  there's  the  foe ! 
He  baa  na  thought  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  blow ! 

Nae  caulii,  faint-hearted  doubtings  tease  him; 
Death  comes,  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him; 
Wi'  bluidy  hand  a  welcome  gies  him: 

An'  when  he  fa's, 
His  latest  draught  o'  breathin'  lea'es  him 

In  faint  huzzas! 

Sages  their  solemn  eon  may  ateek, 
An'  raise  a  philosopliic  reek, 
An'  physically  causes  seek. 

In  clime  an'  season; 
But  tell  mc  Whiskey's  name  in  Greek, 

I'll  tell  the  reason ! 

Scotland,  my  auld  respected  mither ! 
Tho'  whyles  ye  moistify  your  leather, 
Till  whare  ye  ait,  on  craps  o'  heather. 

Ye  tine  your  dam  ; 
(Freedom  an'  Whiskey  gang  thegither!' 

Tak  %S  your  dram . 
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■DIIHSS    POEMa. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEIL. 

'rlnce!  O  Chief  of  maiiy-ihroncd  Pow'rs, 
>dllkdSeraptiiiDU>WB[. 


O  Tnoc !  whatever  title  euil  thee, 
Auld  Hornie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Ciootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  aootie, 

Clos'd  under  hatches, 
Spairges  about  the  brunstaTie  cootie, 

To  scauil  poor  wretches. 

Hear  me,  auld  Hangie,  for  a  wee, 
An'  let  poor  damned  bodies  be ; 
Fm  sure  ama'  pleasure  it  can  gie, 

E'en  to  a  deil, 
To  skelp  an'  scaud  poor  dogs  like  me, 

An'  hear  us  squeel ! 

Great  is  thy  pow'r,  an'  great  thy  fame , 
Far  kenii'd  and  noted  ia  thy  name; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin'  heugh's  tfiy  hame, 

Thou  travels  far ; 
An'  faith !  thou's  neither  laig  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  scaur. 

Whylos,  ranging  like  a  roarin'  lion, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  and  corners  tryin'; 
Whiles  on  the  strong. wing'd  tempeat  flyin 

Tirllng  tlie  kirks ; 
Whyles,  in  the  iiumaii  bosom  pry  in', 

Unseen  thou  lurks 


o.led  by  Google 


I've  1  eard  my  reverend  Griunie  say, 
In  lanely  glens  jo     like  to  stray; 
Or    v\  ere  a  Id  n  n'd  castles  gray, 

Nol  to  the  moon, 
Ye  fright  the  n  ghlly  wand'rer's  way, 

Wi'  eldritch  croon. 

When  twilight  did  my  Graunie  summon, 
To  flay  her  prayers,  douce  honest  woman! 
Aft  yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  buminin', 

Wi'  eerie  drone; 
Or,  ruHtlin',  thro'  the  boortries  comin', 

Wi'  heavy  groan. 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night. 

The  Blars  shot  down  wi'  Bkleritin'  light, 

Wi'  you,  mysel',  I  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough ; 
Ye,  like  a  rosh-biish,  stood  in  sight, 

Wi'  waving  sough, 

The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  shake, 
Each  bristl'd  hair  stood  like  a  stake, 
When  wi'  an  eldritcli  atour,  (luaick— qiiaick— 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  squatter'd,  like  a  drake, 

On  whistling  wings. 

Let  warlocks  grim,  an'  ivither'd  hag^ 
Tell  how  wi'  you  on  ragweed  nags, 
They  skim  tlia  muirs  and  ii-.j-y  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues, 

Owre  howkit  dead. 
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Thence  coiintra  wives,  wi'  toil  an'  pain, 
May  plunge  an'  plunge  the  kim  in  vainj 
Por,  oh!   the  yellow  trensare's  taen 

By  witching  skill : 
An   dawtit,  twal-pinl  Hawkie'a  gaen 

Aa  yell's  the  Bill. 

Thence'  mystic  knots  nak  great  abuse, 
On  young  guiJtiien,  fwd,  keen,  an'  crmiref 
When  the  beet  wark-Iume  i'  the  bouse, 

By  cantrip  wit, 
Is  instant  made  no  worth  a  louse, 

Just  at  the  bit. 

When  thowes  dissolve  the  siiawy  hoord, 
And  float  the  jingling  icy-boord. 
Then  water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord, 

By  your  direction; 
An'  'nighted  trav'UerB  are  allur'd 

To  their  destruction. 

An'  art  your  moss-traversing  spunkics 
Decoy  tlio  wight  that  late  an'  drunk  is: 
The  bleezin,  curst,  mischievous  muiikies 

Delude  his  eyes, 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is. 

When  Mason's  mystic  word  an'  grip, 
In  storms  an'  tempests  raise  you  up, 
Some  cock  or  cat  your  rage  maun  stop, 

Or,  strange  to  toll ! 
The  youngest  brother  ye  wad  whip 

AJ  straught  to  h-ll 
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Lang  syne,  in  Eden's  bonie  yard, 
When  youthfu'  lovers  Aral  were  [rf^r'i, 
An'  a'  the  sauI  of  love  they  ahii^tl 

The  raptur'd  hour ; 
Bweet  on  the  fragrant,  flow'ry  swaiid, 

In  shady  bow'r: 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  snick-dritwing  dog 

Ye  came  to  ParadLae  incog., 

Ab'  play'd  on  man  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fa' !) 
An'  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog, 

'Maist  ruin'd  a'. 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  bizz, 
Wi'  reekit  duda,  an'  reestit  gizz, 
Ye  did  present  your  smoutie  phiz 

'Ming  better  folk, 
Aii  eUeoted  on  the  Man  of  Uz 

Your  epitefu'  joke  ? 

An'  how  ye  gat  him  i'  your  thrall. 
An'  brak  him  out  o'  house  an'  hall. 
While  scabs  an'  blotches  did  him  gall, 

Wi'  bitter  ciaw, 
An'  lows'd  his  ill-tongu'd,  wicked  Scawl, 

Was  warst  ava? 


But  a'  your  doings  to  rehearse, 
Your  wily  snares  an'  fechtin  fierce, 
Sin'  that  day  Michael*  did  you  pierce. 
Down  to  this  time. 
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Wad  ding  a  Lalland  tongue,  or  Ereo, 
111  prose  or  rliyme. 

An'  now,  biiIcI  Cloots,  1  ken  ye'to  tiiinkin 
A  cerlain  Bardie's  rantin,  drinkin. 
Some  luckless  hour  will  send  him  linkuk 

To  your  black  pit: 
But,  faith!  iie'll  turn  a  conier  jinkiii, 

An'  clieat  yuu  yel! 

Bnt,  fare  you  weel,  aulJ  Nickic-benI 
O,  wad  ye  tak  a  Ihuuirlit,  an'  men'. 
Ye  aililins  might  —  I  dinna  ken  — 

Still  hac  a  stake  — 
I'm  wae  to  tliink  u(io'  your  den, 

Kv'u  for  your  sake' 


ON  THE  LATE  CAPTAIN  GROSF.'S  PEREGRt 
NATlUNt,  THROUdll  bCOrL\ND 

COI^LECTINO   THE   AST  <iV  T  ES    OF    THAT   B  VaDOK. 

HEAft     !a  d  0   c  ke     and  b  tl  e    Scots, 
Prae  M     lenk   k  to  J  hnny  T      ts 
If  th    e  a  a  I    le        a   yo      coats, 

I    ed     y     t  fit    t 
A  cl  els  an   n<f  ytu  tak  ng  notes, 

And    f   tl     I     Up  ent   t 

If  in  your  bounds  je  chance  to     ghj, 
Upcm  a  fine  fat,  fodgel  w  ght. 


o.led  by  Google 


O'  stature  short,  bnt  genius  bright, 
Thai's  he — mark  weel; 

And  wow !  he  has  nn  unco  slight 
O'  caak  and  keel. 

By  some  auld,  houlet-hannted  biggin," 

Or  liirk  deserted  by  its  riggin, 

It's  ten  to  ane  yc'fl  find  him  snug  in 

Some  eldritch  prt, 
Wi'  deils,  they  suy,  L— d  aave's!  coUeaguia 

At  some  block  art. 

Jlk  ghaist  that  haunts  auld  ha'  or  cham'er, 

Ye  gipsey-gang  tlial  deal  in  glamor, 

And  you,  deep-read  in  hell's  black  graminBt 

Warlocks  aud  witches ! 
Ye'U  quake  at  his  conjuring  liammer. 

Ye  midnight  bitclies! 

It's  taald  he  was  a  sodger  bred. 
And  ane  wad  rather  fa'n  than  fled ; 
But  now  he's  quat  the  spurtle  blade. 

And  dog-skin  wallet, 
And  taen  the  —  antiquarian  trade, 

I  think  they  call  it. 

He  has  a  fouth  o'  al.  nick-nackels ! 
Rusty  airn  caps  and  jinglin  jackets.t 
Wad  had  the  Lothians  three  in  tackets, 

A  towmont  guid ; 
Aud  paraitcli'pats,  and  anld  saut-backeta, 

Before  tlie  flood. 
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Of  Eve's  first  flre  he  has  a  cinder; 
Auld  Tubal  Cain's  fire-shool  and  fender) 
That  which  (iiaiinguisl\ed  the  gender 

O'  Balaam's  ass ; 
A  oroora-stick  o'  tlie  witch  of  Endor, 

Weel  shod  wi'  brass. 

Porbje  hell  shape  you  aif,  fu'  gleg. 
The  cut  of  Adajn's  philibeg'; 
The  knife  that  nicket  Abel's  craig 

He'll  prove  you  fully: 
It  wae  a  faulding  jocteleg, 

Or  lang  kail-guUie. 

But  wad  ye  see  him  in  his  glee. 
For  meikle  glee  and  fun  has  he, 
Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  three 

Giiid  fellows  wi'  him; 
And  Port,  O  Port !   shine  thou  a  wee, 

And  then  ye'll  see  himl 

Now,  by  the  pow'rs  o'  verse  and  prose. 
Thou  art  a  dainfy  chiel,  O  Grose ! 
Whae'er  o'  thee  shali  ill  suppose. 

They  sair  misca'  thee; 
VA  tak  the  rascal  by  the  nose, 

Wad  say,  Shame  fa'  the*. 
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ANTIQUARIAN. 

TcKE  —  "  Sir  John  Malcolin^ 

Kks  ye  aught  o'  Cnpiain  Groae? 

Ig'o,  and  ago. 
If  he's  amang  his  friends  or  foea? 

Irani,  coram,  dago. 

la  he  (louth,  or  is  he  north  ? 
Igo,  and  ago. 
'  Or  drowned  in  the  river  Forth  ? 
Irani,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  slain  by  Highland  bodies  ? 


in,  dago. 

U  be  to  Abram's  boaotn  gane  ? 

Igo,  anil  ago. 
Or  hftuden  Sarah  by  tlia  ivane  ? 

llBin,  coram,  diLgo. 

Where'er  ho  be,  the  Lord  be  neai 
I  go,  and  agx), 

Al  for  the  Duil,  he  da'tr  na  steer 
Irajo,  coram,  dago. 
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But  plefiae  transmit  the  eoclosed  letter, 

Igo,  and  ago, 
Which  will  oblige  jour  humble  debtor, 

Iram,  coram,  dajro. 

So  may  je  hae  auld  atanea  in  store, 

Igo,  and  ago, 
The  very  atanes  that  Adam  bore, 

Iram,  conun,  dago. 

So  may  ye  get  m  glad  poaseasion, 

Igo,  and  ago, 
The  coins  o'  Satan's  coronation! 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 


EPIGRAM  ON  CAPTAIN  GROSE. 

The  Deil  got  notice  that  Grose  was  a-dying, 

So,  whip !  at  the  aummona,  old  Satan  came  flying ; 

But  when  he  approach'd  where  poor  Francis  lay  moBO 

And  saw  each  bed-poat  with  its  burden  a-groaning, 
Astonish'd!  confounded !.  cried  Satan,  "By  G — d, 
111  want  'im,  ere  I  take  such  a  d ble  load."" 
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SCltNs's  FOBUtf. 


Tnis  wot  ye  all  whom  it  c 
I,  Khyracr  Robin,  alios  Burns, 

Oclober  twenty-Uiird, 
A  ne'er-to-be-forgotten  day, 
Sae  far  1  spreckloci  up  the  brae, 

I  dinner*!!  wi'  a  Lord! 

rvo  been  at  drucken  writers'  feaats, 
Nay,  been  bitch  fou  'mang  godly  priestH, 

Wi'  rev'rence  be  it  spoken: 
IVe  even  join'd  the  honor'd  jorum, 
When  mighty  eijuireships  of  the  quorum 

Their  hydra  drouth  did  slokeo. 

But  wi'  a  Lord  —  stand  out  my  shin ! 
A  Lord,  a  Peer,  an  Earl's  son! 

Up  Iiigher  yet,  my  bonnet! 
And  sic  a  Lord  —  kng  Scotch  ells  twa! 
Our  peerage  he  o'erlooks  them  a'. 

As  I  look  o'et  my  sonnet 

But  oh,  for  Hogarth's  magic  power ! 
To  ehow  Sir  Bardy'a  willyart  glow'r, 

And  how  he  star'd  ami  stammePd, 
When  goavan,  as  if  led  wi'  bronks, 
An'  stumpin  on  his  ploughman  shanks, 

He  in  the  parlor  hammer'd. 
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I,  eliding',  shelter'd  in  ^  nook, 
An'  at  his  LorJship  steal 't  a  inok 

Like  some  portentous  i 
Except  good  sensp  and  flociil  glei 
An'  (what  surpris'd  me)  modesty, 

I  marked  nought 


I  watch'd  the  symptoms  o'  the  great. 
The  g-cntJe  pride,  the  lordly  state. 

The  arrogant  aaauming ; 
The  fient  a  pride,  nae  pride  hid  he, 
Nor  sauce,  nor  state,  that  I  could  see, 

Mair  than  an  honest  ploughni: 

Then  from  his  Lordship  I  shall  learn, 
Heiicefortli  to  meet  with  unconcern 

One  rank  aa  wool's  another: 
Nao  honest,  worthy  nMin  need  care. 
To  meet  with  noble,  youthfiri  Daer, 

Fof  he  but  meela  a  brother. 


THE  INVENTORY. 


i  your  mandate  did  request, 

. you  here  a  faithfu'  list 

O'  gudea  an'  gear,  an'  a'  my  graith, 
To  wh''!i  I'm  clear  to  gie  my  aidt 
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Impriimt,  then,  for  carriage  cattl«, 
I  hae  four  bruteB  o"  gallant  mettle, 
As  ever  drew  afore  a  pettle. 
My  Lan'-afore'a  *  a  guid  anld  haa-hwn, 
An'  wight  an'  wilfu'  a'  his  days  seen- 
My  Lan'-ahin'sf  a  wee!  gaun  fiUie, 
That  aft  has  borne  me  haine  frae  Killie  ( 
An'  yoor  auld  bnmy  nronie  a  time. 
In  days  when  riding  was  nae  crime ; 
But  ance,  when  in  my  wooing  pride, 
1,  like  a  blockhead,  boost  to  ride. 
The  wilf«'  creature  sae  I  pat  to, 
(L— d  pardon  a'  my  awa,  an'  that  to !) 
I  play'd  my  fillie  sic  a  shavie. 
She's  a'  bedevil'd  wi'  the  spavie^ 
My  Furr-ahin'3§  a  wordy  beast 
Ah  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  trac'd. 
The  fourth's  a  Highland  Donald  hastie, 
A  d— n'd  red-wud  Kilbumje  blastie; 
Porbye  a  Cowt  o'  Cowt's  the  wale, 
As  ever  ran  afore  a  tail. 
If  he  be  spar'd  to  be  a  beast. 
He'll  draw  me  fifteen  pun'  at  least 

Wheel-carriages  I  hae  but  few,— 
Three  carts,  an'  twa  are  feckly  new; 
Aae  auld  wheel-barrow,  mair  for  token, 
Ae  leg  an'  baith  the  trams  are  broken; 
I  made  a  poker  o'  the  spinle, 
An'  my  auld  mither  brunt  the  trinle. 


•  The  fore-horse  on 

lheMi-hBnd,kilheplo«sh. 

!i6lefi-lmmi,mlhe  plough. 

so  on  Ibo  riglil-hana,  in  Ihs  plough 
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'F\tr  men,  Pve  three  miscnievous  toja, 
'Tun  deils  !  r  rantin  and  for  noise ; 
A  gaudsmE  i  ane,  a  thrasher  t'other, 
Wee  Davec  hdiida  the  nowt  in  fothe^ 
t  rule  them  bb  1  ought,  discreetly, 
Ar'  aften  labor  them  completely ; 
An"  oy  on  Sundaje,  duly,  nig-htly, 
I  on  the  questions  targe  them  tightly ; 
Till,  faith'  wee  Divoc's  tum'd  sae  gleg, 
Tho'  Bcarcly  linger  than  your  leg. 
He'll  screed  you  aff  EtTectuil  Calling, 
As  fist  as  onie  in  Che  d«  ailing. 
V\e  nane  in  female  senan'  station, 
(L — d,  keep  me  ay  fne  a'  temptation!) 
I  hae  na  nife,  and  that  my  bliss  is. 
An'  ye  hae  laid  na  tax  on  nnsses; 
An'  then,  if  kirk-folk  dinna  clutch  nie, 
T  ken  the  devils  dare  na  touch  me. 

Wi'  weans  Fm  mair  than  weel  contented, 
Heav'n  sent  me  ane  mair  than  I  wanted ; 
My  sonsio,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess, 
She  stares  the  daddie  in  her  face, 
Enoigh  of  aught  ye  like  but  grace; 
Dut  her,  my  bonie,  sweet,  wee  lady 
I've  paid  eneugh  for  her  already ; 
An'  gin  ye  tax  her,  or  her  mither, 
B'  tie  L — d,  ye'se  get  them  a'  thegither 

And  now,  remember,  Mr.  Aiken, 
Nae  kind  of  license  out  I'm  takin' 
Frae  this  time  fortli,  I  do  declare, 
fse  ne'er  ride  ftoree  nor  hizzie  mairi 
Thro*  dirt  an'  dub  for  Ufe  I'll  paddle. 
Eire  I  sae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle ' 
25* 
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My  (ravel  a'. on  foot  I'll  ahanh  it, 
Pve  aturdj  bearers,  Gude  be  tbankit. 

Tlie  kirk  an'  you  may  tak  you  that, 
It  puts  but  little  in  your  pat: 
Sae  diima  put  me  in  your  bnke. 
Nor  for  ray  ten  white  BhiUings  luke. 

This  list,  wi'  my  ain  haad  1  wrote  it, 
Day  and  date  as  under  notit; 
Then,  know  all  ye  whom  it  concerns, 
SiAscripai  kuic,  Kobert  Bdkni. 

MoKgUl,  Feb.  32,  178a 


TO  A  LOUSE, 
«n  SEEina  onz  on  a  Ivor's  BonnET,  at  chdhcb 

Ha  !   whare  ye  gaun,  ye  crowlin  ferlie  i 
Your  impudence  protects  you  eairiy, 
I  canna  say  but  ye  Btrunt  rarely 

Owre  gauze  an'  lace ; 
Tho'  ^th,  I  fear  ye  dine  but  sparely 

On  aic  a  place. 

Ye  ugly,  creepin,  blaatit  wonner. 
Detested,  shann'd,  by  saunt  and  sinner, 
How  dare  ye  set  your  fit  upon  her, 

Sae  fine  a  lady? 
Gae  somewhere  else,  and  seek  your  dintKS 

On  Bome  poor  body! 
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Swith,  in  some  beggar's  hoffet  squattle: 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  sprawl,  and  spiattle 
Wi'  ither  kindred  jumpin  catlie, 

la  shoals  a.nd  nations ; 
Whare  horn  nor  bane  ne'er  dare  unseltJe 

Your  [hick  plantatiojjs. 

Now  baud  ye  there,  ye're  out  o'  sight. 
Below  the  fatt'rils,  anug  on'  tight : 
Na,  failh,  ye  yet!  yell  no  be  right 

Till  ye'vo  got  on  it, 
The  vera  tapmoat,  tow'ring  lieight, 

O'  Miss's  bonneL 

My  Booth !  right  bauld  ye  aet  your  nose  out, 
Ab  plump  and  gray  as  onie  grozet; 

0  for  some  rank,  mercurial  rozet. 

Or  fell  red  ameddum, 
Pd  gie  you  aic  a  liearty  dose  0% 

Wad  dress  your  droddum! 

1  wad  na  been  surpris'd  to  spy 
You  on  an  auld  wife's  flainen  toy; 
Or  aiblins  some  bit  duddie  boy, 

On's  wyiiecoat; 
But  Miss'a  fi.ie  Lunardi !  fie, 

How  dare  you  do't  ? 

O,  Jenny,  dinna  toaa  your  head,' 
An'  sot  your  beauties  a'  abreadt 
Ye  little  ken  what  cursed  speed 

The  blastie's  makin ! 
Thne  winks  and  nnger-ends,  I  dread. 

Are  notice  Caliin  I 
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ne  Pow'r  the  giflie  gie  aa 
sels  as  it.hers  see  ua ! 
nionie  a  blunder  free  us, 
And  fonlisli  notion ; 
in  dress  an'  gait  wad  lea'e 
And  ev'n  Dc  otion ! 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  TOOTH-ACHE, 

Mr  c  Me     pon  thy  venom'd  stang, 
That  Bloota      y  tortur'd  gums  alang; 
An   thro    n  y  1  igs  gies  monie  a  twang, 

\\      gnawing  vengeance! 
Tearing  my  nenes  wi'  bitter  pang, 

Lke  racking  engines' 

When  fevers  bum,  or  ague  freeaea. 
Rheumatics  gnaw,  or  coiic  squeezes, 
Our  neighbor's  sympa.thy  may  ease  us^ 

Wi'  pitying  moan; 
But  thee,  thou  hell  o'  a'  diseases, 

Ay  mocks  our  groan ! 

Adown  my  beard  the  slavers  trickle ! 
I  throw  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  mickle, 
As  round  the  fire  the  giglets  heckle 

To  see  me  loup; 
While,  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doup! 

0'  a'  the  num'rous  human  dools, 
111  har'sts,  daft  bargains,  cutty-stools. 
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Or  worthy  ftiends  rack'd  i'  the  moolB, 
Sad  sight  to  see! 

The  tricka  of  knaves,  or  faah  o'  fook, 
Thou  bear'st  the  gree. 

Where'er  that  place  be  prieata  ca   hdl. 
Whence  a'  the  tones  o'  inia'ry  yell, 
And  ranked  plagues  their  numbera  tell, 

In  dreadfu'  raw, 
Thou,  Toothache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell 

Amang  them  a' ! 

O  thou  grim  miachief-niaking  chiel, 
That  gars  the  notes  of  discord  squeal, 
Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  goro  a  shoe-thick ; 
Gie  a'  the  fees  o'  Scotland's  weal 

A  townmond's  Toothacho  ! 


TO  A  HAGGIS. 

Pair  fa'  your  honest,  sonsie  face 
Great  chieftain  o'  the  piildin-race! 
Aboon  them  a'  ye  tak  your  place, 

Paiuch,  tripe,  or  thainn" 
Weel  are  ye  wordy  of  a  grace 

As  lang's  my  arm. 

The  groaning  trencher  there  you  fill, 
Your  hurdies  like  a  distant  hill, 
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Your  pin  wad  help  to  mend  e  .nill 

In  time  o'  need, 
While  thro'  your  porea  the  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead. 

Hia  knife  see  rustic  labor  di^ht, 
An'  cut  you  up  wi'  ready  slight, 
Trenching  your  gushing  entrails  bright, 

Like  onie  ditch; 
And  then,  O  what  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-reeking,  rich ! 

Then  horn  for  horn  they  stretch' an'  strivBi 
Deil  tak  Ihe  hindmost,  on  they  drive ; 
Till  a'  their  weel-awall'd  kytes  belyve 

Are  bent  like  drums  ; 
Then  auld  guidman,  maist  like  to  rive, 

Bethankit  hums. 

Is  there  that  o'er  his  French  rc^itt. 

Or  olio  that  wad  staw  a  sow, 

Oi  fricasse  wad  mak  her  spew 

Wi'  perfect  sconner, 

Looks  down  wi'  sneering,  scomfu'  view- 
On  sic  a  dinner? 

Poor  Devil !  sec  liim  owre  his  trash, 
As  feckless  as  a  wither'd  rash. 
His  spindle-shank,  a  guid  whipla'ili, 

His  nieve  a  nit; 
Tliro'  bloody  flood  or  field  lo  dash, 

O  bow  unfit ! 

But  mark  the  rustic,  hi^gis-fed, 

The  trembling  earth  resounds  bis  tre&dl 
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BURWS'S    POEM 3, 

Clap  in  his  walie  nieve  a  blade, 

He'll  mak  it  whieilo; 

An'  lags    an'  arms,  an'  heads  will  Bned, 
Like  taps  o'  tliisale. 

Ye  Pow'ra  wha  mak  manhind  your  care, 
And  dish  tiem  out  their  bill  o'  fare, 
Auld  Scotland  wants  na  skinking  ware 

That  jaups  in  luggics  j 
But,  if  ye  wish  her  gratefu'  prny'r, 

Gie  her  a  Haggis ! 


THE  HOLY  PAIR.* 


le  ggrgel  ihow'd, 


Uron  a  simmer  Sunday  morn, 
Whtn  Nature's  face  is  fair, 

I  walked  forth  to  view  the  com, 
An'  snuff  the  caller  air: 


wen  of  StHJaiid  foi 
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The  rising  sun  owre  Galston  muirs, 
Wi'  glorious  light  was  glinlin; 

The  hares  weni  hirplin  down  tlie  fui«^ 
The  lav'rocks  they  were  chantin' 
Fu'  sweet  that  day 


Ab  lightsomely  I  glowVd  abroad, 

To  see  a  scene  sae  gay, 
Three  Hizzies,  early  at  the  roat!, 

Cam  skelpin'  up  the  way ; 
Twa  had  manteeles  o'  dolefu'  black, 

But  ane  wi'  lyart  linings; 
The  third,  that  gaed  a-wee-a-back. 

Was  i'  the  faahion  shining 
Fu'  gay  that  day. 


The  twa  appenr'il  like  sisters  twin, 

In  feature,  form,  an'  claea ; 
Their  visage  wither*!!,  lang,  an  thin, 

The  third  cam  up,  hap-step-an'-loup, 

As  light  as  onie  lambie. 
An'  pi'  n  curchie  low  did  stoop, 

Fu'  kind  that  day. 


Wi'  bonnet  aff,  quoth  I,  "Sweet  last, 
I  think  ye  seem  to  ken  me ; 

Tia  sure  I've  seen  that  bonie  face, 
But  yet  I  canna  nanie  ye." 

Quo'  she,  an'  laughing  as  she  apak. 
An'  taka  me  by  the  hands. 
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"Ye,  for  my  sake,  hae  giep  (he  fech 
Of  a'  the  ten  comraandB 

A  screed  some  day 


"My  name  is  Fun — your  cronie  deu 

The  nearest  friend  ye  hae ; 
An'  tliis  is  SuperelJti.'n  here, 

An'  that's  Hypocrisy. 
I'm  gaun  to  Holy  Fair, 

To  spend  an  hour  in  daffin ; 
Gin  ye'il  go  tbare,  yon  runkl'il  pair. 

We  will  get  famous  laugliin' 
At  them  this  day." 


Quoth  I,  "  With  a'  my  heart,  I'll  do't , 

I'll  get  my  Sunday  eark  on, 
An'  meet  you  on  the  holy  spot : 

Faith,  we'se  hae  fine  remarkin'!" 
Then  I  gaed  liame  at  croivdie  time, 

An'  soon  I  made  me  ready  ; 
For  roads  were  clad,  frae  side  to  side, 

Wi'  monie  a  weary  body, 

In  droves  that  day. 


Here  farmers  gash,  in  ridin'  graith, 

Gaed  hoddin  by  their  cotters  ; 
There,  awankies,  joung,  in  braw  braid  cloth, 

Are  springin'  o'er  the  gutters; 
The  lasses,  skelpin  barefit,  thrang, 

In  siiks  an'  scarlets  glitter; 
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Wi  sweet-milk  cheese,  in  nonie  a 
An'  farls  bak'd  wi'  bolter 

Fu'  crump  that  day. 


When  by  the  plate  we  set  our  nose, 

Weel  heaped  up  wi'  ha'pence, 
A  greedy  glow'r  Black  Bonnet  throws, 

An'  wo  [iiaun  draw  our  tippence. 
Then  m  we  go  to  see  the  show  — 

On  ev'ry  side  they're  galh'rin'. 
Some  carrying  dales,  some  chairs  an'  stin 

And  some  are  busy  blelhrin 

Right  loud  that  day. 


Here  Etanda  a  shed  to  fend  the  show'rs, 

An'  screen  our  countra  gentry, 
There  racer  Jess,  an'  twa-three  wh-res, 

Are  blinkin  at  the  entry; 
Here  sits  a  raw  of  tittlin'  jades, 

Wi'  heaving  breast  and  bare  neck, 
An'  there  a  batch  of  wabster  lads, 

Blackguarding  frae  K ck, 

For  fun  this  day. 


Here  some  are  thinking  on  their  sins, 
An'  some  upo'  their  ekes; 

Ane  curses  feet  that  fyl'd  his  shina, 
Anitlier  sighs  an'  prays. 

On  this  hand  sits  a  chosen  swatch, 
Wi'  screw'd-up,  grace-proud  tace« 
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On  that  a  set  o'  cliaps  at  watch, 

ThroD^  winkin  on  the  lasses, 

To  chairs  that  day. 


O  happy  is  the  man  an'  blestj 

Nae  wonder  that  it  pride  him! 
Whase  aio  dear  lass,  that  he  likes  best, 

Comes  chnkin  down  beside  him! 
Wi'  arm  repos'd  on  the  chair  back, 

He  sweetly  does  compose  him ! 
Which,  by  degrees,  slips  round  her  neck. 

An's  loof  upon  her  bosom, 

Unkenn'd  that  day. 


Now  a'  the  congregation  o'er 

In  silent  expectation; 
For apeels  the  holy  door, 

Wi'  tidings  o'  damnation. 
Should  Hornie,  as  in  ancient  days, 

'Mang  sons  o'  G-d  present  him. 
The  very  sight  o' 's  face, 

To'b  ain  het  hame  had  sent  him, 
Wi'  fright  that  day. 


Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  faith 
Wi'  rattlin  an'  wi'  thumpin' ! 

Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath, 
He's  Btampin',  an'  he's  jumpin'! 

His  lengthen'd  chin,  his  tum'd-up  snout. 
His  eldritch  squeal  and  gestures, 
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O,  how  they  fire  the  heut  devontf 
Like  cantharidian  plasters, 


But  hark !.  the  tent  has  chang'd  its  voioe 

There's  peace  an'  rest  na  langer  j 
For  a'  the  real  judges  rise, 

They  canna  ait  for  ang-er. 
opens  out  hia  cauld  harangue*, 

On  practice  and  on  morttle ; 
An'  off  the  goilly  pour  in  thranga, 

To  gie  the  jars  an'  barrels 
A  lift  that  day. 


What  signifies  his  barren  shine, 

Of  moral  pow'rs  and  reason  ? 
His  English  style,  an'  gesture  fine. 

Are  a'  clean  out  o'  season: 
Like  Socrates  or  Antonine, 

Or  some  auld  pagan  Heathen, 
The  moral  man  he  does  define, 

But  ne'er  a  word  o'  faith  in 

That's  right  that  day 


In  guid  time  comes  an  antidote 
Against  the  poison'd  nostrum; 

Por ,  frae  the  water-fit, 

Ascends  the  holy  rostrum . 

Sae,  up  he's  got  the  Word  o'  G-d, 
An'  meek  an'  rairr,  has  view'd  it 
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While  Crmmou  Sense  has  taen  the  road, 
Arf  aS,  an',  up  tlie  Cowgate,* 
Paat,  fast,  that  day 


Wee  ,  niest,  Ihe  guard  relieves, 

An'  Orthodoxy  raiblea, 
Tho'  in  hia  heart  he  weel  behevea, 

An'  thinha  it  auld  wive^'  laibles , 
But,  faith'  the  birkiP  wants  a  manse, 

So,  cannily  he  liums  them, 
Altho'  hio  carnal  »it  an'  sense 

Like  hafliina  wajs  o'ercomes  him, 
At  times  that  day 


Now  butt  an'  ben,  the  Change-house  filto 

Wi'  yill-caup  Commentators; 
Here's  crying  out  for  bakes  and  gills, 

An'  there  the  pint  stowp  clatters ; 
While  thick  an'  thrang,  an'  loud  an'  lang, 

Wi'  Logic,  an'  wi'  Scripture, 
They  raise  a  din  thai,  in  the  end, 

Is  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

O'  wcalli  that  day. 


Leeze  me  on  drink !  it  gi^s  ub  m 
Than  either  school  or  college; 

tt  kindles  wit,  it  waukens  lair. 
It  pangs  us  fou  o'  knowledge: 
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Be't  whiskey  gill,  or  penny  wheep 
Or  onie  stronger  potion. 

It  never  faila,  on  drinking  deep, 
To  kittle  up  our  notion 

B\  nigbt  or  day 


The  lads  and  laaaea  lihthely  bent 

To  mind  bajth  saul  an'  body, 
Sit  round  the  table,  weei  content, 

An'  steer  about  the  toddy 
On  this  one's  dress,  an'  thit  ane's  loflk, 

They're  making-  obsprvitions  , 
While  some  are  cozie  i'  the  neuk. 

An'  formin  issignttinna 

To  meet  some  day. 


But  now  the  L — d's  ain  trumpet  touts. 

Till  a'  the  hills  are  rairin. 
An'  echoes  back  return  the  ehouta ; 

Black  is  na  spairin ; 

His  piercing  worda,  like  Highland  enrord* 

Divide  the  joints  and  rasnow ; 
His  talk  &  Hell,  where  devils  dwell, 

Our  vera  sauls  does  harrow  * 
Wi'  fright  that  day. 


A  VESt,  unbottom'd  boundless  pit, 
PiU'd  fou  o'  lowin  bninstane, 


o.led  by  Google 


SUHNS's  POEMS, 

Wha'a  ragin  tlame,  an'  scorcliiu  heat, 
Wad  melt  the  hardest  whunotanet 

The  half-asleep  start  up  wi'  fear, 
An'  think  they  hear  it  roorin, 

When  presently  it  doea  appear 
Twas  but  some  neebor  anorin, 
Asleep  that  day. 


Twad  be  onre  lang  e  tale  to  tell, 

How  monie  stories  past, 
An'  how  they  crowded  to  the  yiU, 

When  they  were  a'  dismist; 
How  drink  gaed  louni),  in  cogs  an'  caup* 

Aniang  the  furms  an'  benches ; 
An'  cheese  an'  bread,  fiae  women's  lapa. 

Was  dealt  about  in  lunches 

An'  ilawds  that  day. 


In  comes  a  gaucie,  gash  guidwife, 

An'  sita  down  by  the  fire, 
Syne  draws  her  kebbuck  an'  her  knife, 

The  lasses  they  are  shyer. 
The  auld  guidmen,  about  the  grace, 

Frae  side  to  side  they  bother, 
Till  some  ane  by  his  bonnet  lays. 

An'  gies  them't  like  a  tether 
Fu'  lang  that  day. 


Waeaucks !  for  him  that  gets  n 
Or  lasses  that  hae  naething ! 
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Sma'  need  has  he  to  say  a  grace, 
Or  melvie  his  braw  ckething ' 

O  wives,  be  mindfu'  aiice  yourael' 
How  bonie  iads  ye  wanted ! 

An'  dinna,  for  a-kebbuck  heel, 
Let  lasses  be  aSronted, 

On  sic  a  day ! 


Now  Clinkumbell,  wi'  rattlin  tow, 

Begins  U>  jow  an'  croon; 
Some  swagger  hame  the  best  they  daw, 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  slaps  die  billies  halt  a  blink, 

Till  lasses  strip  their  shoon ; 
Wi'  faith  an'  hope,  an'  love  an'  drink, 

They're  a'  in  famous  tone 

For  crack  that  day. 


How  monie  heals  this  day  c 

Their  hearts  o'  stane,  gin  night  are  g 

As  Baft  as  onie  flesh  is. 
There's  some  are  foi  o'  love  divine ; 

There's  some  are  fou  o'  brandy; 
An'  monie  jobs  that  day  begin, 

May  end  in  Houghmagandie, 
Some  ither  day. 
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EiLHARNocK  Wabsters  fidge  an'  claw 

An'  pour  yoar  creeshie  nations } 
An'  ye  wha  leather  rax  an'  draw. 

Of  a'  denominations : 
Swith  to  the  Laigli  Kirk,  ane  an'  a'. 

An'  there  tak  up  your  slaUonB ; 
Then  aff  to  Begbie's  in  a  raw, 

An'  pour  divine  libitiona 

For  joy   iiia  day. 


Curat  Common  Sense,  that  imp  o"  hell, 

Cam  in  wi'  Maggie  Lauder;* 
But  O aft  made  her  yell, 

An'  R eair  misca'd  her; 

This  day,  M' takes  the  flail, 

An'  he's  the  boy  will  blaud  her! 
He'll  clap  ft  ahangan  on  he    tail, 

An'  set  the  bairns  to  daud  het 
Wi'  dirt  this  day. 
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Malt  heate  an'  tarn  King  David  owre, 

An'  lilt  wi'  hoty  clangor; 
O'  double  verso  como  gie  ua  four, 

As'  skirl  up  the  Bangor: 
ThiB  day  the  Kirk  kicks  up  a  stoure, 

Nae  miir  the  knaves  shall  wrang  her 
For  heresy  is  in  her  power. 

And  g-loriously  sheHI  whang  her 
Wi'  pith  this  day. 


Come,  let  a  proper  text  be  read. 

An'  touch  it  aff  wi'  vigor, 
How  graceless  Ham"  leugh  at  hia  Dad, 

Which  made  Canaan  a  nigger ; 
Or  Phineasf  drove  the  murdering  blade, 

Wi'  whore-abhorring  rigor ; 
Or  Zipporah,t  the  scaulding  jade, 

Was  like  a  bluidy  tiger 

r  the  inn  that  day 


There,  try  his  mettle  on  the  creed, 
And  bind  him  down  wi'  caution, 

That  Stipend  is  a  carnal   weed 
He  taks  but  for  the  fashion; 

And  gie  him  o'er  the  flock,  to  feed, 
And  punish  each  transgression  i 
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Especial,  rams  that  cross  the  breed, 
Gie  liiem  aiilficient  threshin, 

Spare  them  nae  day. 


Now  aitlil  Kilmarnock,  cock  thy  tail, 

An  I  toss  thy  horns  fu'  canty ; 
Nae  inair  thou'lt  rowte  oQt-owre  the  dal 

Becauae  thy  pasture's  scanty; 
For  iapsfu'  large  o'  gospel  kail 

Shall  fill  thy  crib  in  plenty, 
An'  runta  o"  grace  the  pick  and  walo 

So  gien  by  way  o'  dainty. 
But  ilka  day. 


Nae  mair  by  Babel's  etroama  we'll  weep 

To  think  upon  our  Zion ; 
And  hing  our  fiddlers  up  to  sleep, 

Like  baby-clouts  a-dryin. 
Come,  screw  tlie  pegs  wi'  tunefii'  cheep, 

And  o'er  tlie  thairme  be  tryin; 
Oh,  rare !  to  see  our  elbucks  wheep, 

An'  ft'  like  lamb-tails  flying 

Pu'  fiist  this  day! 


Lang  patronage,  wi"  rod  o*  aim 
Has  shor'd  the  kirk's  undoin, 

As  lately  F-nw-ck,  sair  forfaim, 
Has  proven  to  its  ruin : 

Our  Patron,  honest  man!  Glencaim, 
He  saw  minchief  was  brewic , 
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An6,  liKe  a  godly  elect  baim, 
He's  wal'd  us  out  a  true  ano, 

Aiul  sound  this  daf. 


Now  R — r  harangne  nae  mair, 

But  Bteek  your  gab  for  ever; 
Or  try  the  vricked  town  of  Ayr, 

For  there  they'll  think  you  clever; 
Or,  nae  reflection  on  your  lear, 

Ye  may  commence  a  sharer! 
Or  to  tlie  Nellie rton  repair, 

An'  turn  a  carper  weaver 

Aff  hand  this  day. 


M' and  you  were  just  a  match, 

Wo  never  had  sic  twa  drones ; 
Auld  Hornie  did  the  Laigh  Kirk  watch, 

Juet  like  a  winkin'  baudrons: 
An'  aye  he  catch'd  the  tither  wretch, 

To  fry  them  in  his  caudrons; 
But  now  his  honour  maun  detach, 

Wi'  ft'  hii  brimstone  squadrons, 

Fast,  fast,  this  day. 


See,  see  auld  Orthodoxy's  faes, 
She's  swingein'  through  the  city; 

Hark  how  the  nine-tail'd  cat  she  plays! 
I  vow  it's  unco  pretty: 

Theia,  Learning,  wi'  his  Greekish  face. 
Grunts  out  some  Lalio  ditty; 
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n'  Common  Sen=e  la  {pun,  she  says, 
To  mak  to  Jniiiie  Bcattie 

Ildr  plaint  tlias  day. 


But  there's  filonlit}   Iiimscl', 

Embracing  a'  opinions , 
Hear   how  he  gi(*i  the  tither  yell, 

llelween  his  twa  companions , 
Sec,  how  ahe  peels  llie  skin  an'  fell, 

Now  thorP  —  they're  packed  aff  to  hell, 
An'  banisheJ  our  Uoniinions, 

Ilencefoith  tliis  da;. 


O  happy  day  I  rejoice,  rojoice' 

CuiiiP  bouse  about  the  porter ' 
Morality's  demure  decoys 

Shall  here  nae  mair  find  quarter 
M' ,  R ,  are  the  bojs. 

That  heres)   can  t-trturn  , 
They'll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyse, 

An'  cowa  ber  measure  shorter 

By  the  head  some  day. 


Come,  bring  the  tither  mutchkin  in, 
An'  here's  for  a  conclusion: 

To  every  new-light  motlior'a  son, 
From  this  time  forth,  Coofusion ; 
27 
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If  nair  they  deave  us  nith  their  din 

Or  Palronage  intrusion, 
We'll  light  a  spunk,  and,  ev'ry  skin, 

We'll  rin  them  aff  in  fusion. 
Like  oil,  some  day 
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O  TK  wha  are  Bae  guid  yourael', 

Sae  pious  and  sae  holy, 
Ye've  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Your  neebor's  faults  and  folly! 
Whase  life  is  like  a  weel-gaun  mill, 

Supplied  wi'  store  o'  water. 
The  heapit  happer's  ebbinj  still, 

And  still  the  clap  plays  clatter. 


Hear  me,  ye  venerable  core. 
As  couusel  for  poor  moTt&la, 
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That  frequent  pasa  douce  Wisdom's  door. 

For  glaiket  Folly's  portals ; 
I,  for  their  tiiougbtless,  careless  eakee, 

Would  here  propone  defences, 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakes 

Their  failings  and  mischance'. 


Ye  see  your  state  ivi'  thoir's  compai'd, 

And  shudder  at  the  niffer  ; 
But  cast  a  moment's  fair  regard, 

What  makes  the  mighty  differ : 
Discount  what  Bcant  occasion  gave. 

That  purity  ye  pride  in. 
And  (what'B  ait  mair  than  a'  the  lave), 

Your  better  art  o'  hiding. 


Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gies  now  and  then  a  wallop. 
What  ragings  must  his  veins  convulse 

That  still  eternal  gallop: 
Wi'  wind  and  tide  fair  i'  your  tail. 

Right  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way ; 
But  in  the  teeth  o'  baith  to  sail, 

It  maks  an  unco  leeway. 


See  social  life  and  glee  sit  down, 
All  joyous  and  unthinking. 

Till  quite  transmogrify'd  they're  grown 
Debauchery  and  drinking ; 

0  would  they  stay  to  calculate 
Th'  eternal  consequenceB  j 
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Or,  your  mire  dreaded  hell  to  e 
Damnation  of  expenses ! 


\e  high  exalted,  virtuous  damea, 

Ti«d  up  in  godly  lacca, 
Before  ye  gie  poor  Frailty  namet. 

Suppose  a  change  o'  coaeat 
A  (icar-bv'd  lad,  convenience  snug, 

A  treacherous  inclination; 
But,  let  me  whisper  i'  your  lug, 

Ye're  aiblina  nae  temptation. 


Then  gently  scan  your  brnllier  man, 

Tho'  they  may  gang  a  konninj  irraog; 

To  step  aside  is  human: 
One  point  must  still  be  greatly  dark, 

The  moving  why  they  do  it; 
And  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mark 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it. 


Who  made  the  lieart,  'tis  he  alone 

Decidedly  can  try  us ; 
He  knows  each  chord,  its  varloaa  tOD^ 

Each  spring,  its  various  biaa : 
Then  at  the  balance  lot's  be  mute. 

We  never  can  adjust  i+; 
What's  done  we  partly  may  compute 

But  know  not  what's  xsB^ed 
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0  a'  ye  pious,  godly  flocks, 
Weel  fed  on  pastures  orthodox, 
Wha  now  will  keep  you  frae  the  fox, 

Or  worrying  tykes, 
Or  wha  will  tent  the  waifs  and  crocks, 

About  the  dykes? 

The  twa  best  herds  in  a'  the  wast, 
That  e'er  gaed  gospel  horn  a  blast, 
These  five-and-twenty  simmers  past, 

O'  dool  to  tell, 
Hae  had  a  bitter,  black  out-cast 

At  we  en  themsel'. 

0  M y,  man,  and  wordy  R II, 

How  could  you  raise  so  vile  a  buslle, 
Yell  see  how  new-light  herds  will  whislla 

And  think  it' fine; 
The  li— d's  cause  ne'er  gat  sic  a  twistle 

Sin'  I  hae  mln'. 

O,  sirs !   whae'er  wad  hae  eipeckit, 
Your  duty  ye  wad  sae  negleckit, 
Ye,  wha  were  ne'er  by  lairds  respeckit 
To  wear  tije  plaid, 
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But  by  tie  brutes  tliemselvea  elecKlt 
To  be  tlicir  gm<ie. 

W.at  flock  wi'  M y'8  flock  could  rank? 

Sne  hale  and  hearty  ev'ry  shank, 
Na    po        d   so       A                 t     k 

H     1  t  tl   m  tos 
Fr      Cal         w  11     y    1        U  y  dr  nk, 

O            fast 

Tl      tb      m  rt  w  1      t,  b  ock,       d  t  d 
W     I  K        d  h                tl            U      wood, 
lie        It   h       Ik    1   1        d       d 

B     h      t      d 
And         11      1  k  d  t      1   d  th       bl    d 

A  d      11  th         k 

VVl   t  1     d  1  k     R 11  t  11  d  h      t  I    » 

Hi               waa  1       d  tl                     d  d  le, 
He  k        I  ti     Lod      1     ^     Ik    ul 

0            th     1       It, 
A:  d      w            h  y                  k        h  1 

At  tl      fi            1 L 

He  li                ^    1     p        n         b 

Or       biy  fi        tl        osi    I     1   b 

And           1    1 1  1     d          Id          ly  d    b, 

0    p  y    h         k 
CoHhkhm           lib              db, 

Oh        ti 

: 
i 

Si    tw     —  0  d     I  I        to         t 

Sic  r             tw      h     id  d             t, 

An     an        Ik        11         hypoc   te, 

Ilk    th 

j 
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While  new  light  honi",  wi'  hitchin  apito, 
Say  neitlier's  lym'' 

A'  ye  wha  tent  the  gospel  fniild, 

There's  D n  deep,  and  P a  sltaul, 

Out  ciiicll}   tlioii,  apostle  A — d, 

We  tniat  in  Ihee, 
That  thou  wilt  vmh  them,  liot  and  cauld. 

Till  tJiey  a„'ree 

Consider,  sirs,  how  we're  bciPt, 
There's  "c  arce  a  new  herd  thnt  we  get, 
But  comes  frae  'itnng  that  cursed  set, 

I  hope  fne  heiv'n  lo  see  them  yet 
In  fiery  flame 

M 11  llns  wrought  us  Jiieikle  «ae, 

And  tliat  cur-M  raatil  ca'd  M e, 

And  bdith  the  S s, 

That  aft  hae  mide  us  blsLk  and  hlae, 

\\  i'  vengefu'  paws 

Anirl  W w  lanj  has  hitLli'd  miach.et 

We  thought  aj   death  v/id  bring  telieli 
But  he  has  gotten,  to  our  grief. 


And  monip  a  ane  that  1  could  tell, 
Wha  tain  woild  openly  rebel, 
Forbye  turn-oats  amang  oursel'; 
There  S — h  for  aoe 
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I  doabt  he's  but  a  gray  nick  qutll, 
An'  that  yell  fin'. 

O !  a'  ye  flocks,  o'er  a'  the  hills, 

By  mosses,  meadows,  moors,  and  fells, 

Come  join  your  counsels  and  yonr  Ekllla 

To  cowe  the  lairds, 
And  get  the  brutes  the  pow'r  themsela 

To  choose  their  herds. 

Then  Orthodoxy  yet  may  prance, 
And  Leamiiig  in  a  woody  dance. 
And  that  fell  cur,  ca'd  Common  Sense, 

That  bites  aae  sair. 
Be  banish'd  o'er  the  aea  to  France; 

Let  'him  bark  there. 

Then  Shaw's  and  D'rymple'a  eloquence, 

M* L's  close  nervous  excellence, 

M' — 'b  pathetic,  manly  sense. 

And  guid  M' h, 

Wi'  S — th,  wha  thrc'  the  heart  can  ghnce^ 

May  E  pack  a£ 
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Right,  sir!   your  text  I'l!  prove  it  true, 

Tlio'  heretics  may  laugli ; 
For  instance,  there's  yoursel'  just  now, 

God  'liiiows,  an  uuco  calf ! 

And  should  some  patron  be  so  kind, 

As  bless  you  wi'  a  kirk, 
I  doubt  na,  sir,  hut  tlien  we'll  find 

Ve're  still  as  great  a  Elirk ! 

But,  if  the  lovof's  raptur'd  hour 

Should  ever  be  your  lot. 
Forbid  it,  ev'ry  heav'niy  Power, 

You  e'er  should  be  a  slot ! 

Tho'  when  some  kind,  connubiaj  dew, 

Your  but-and-ben  adorns. 
The  like  has  been,  that  you  may  wear 

A  noble  bead  of  horns ! 

And  in  your  lug,  most  rev'rend  James, 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowte. 
Few  men  o'  sense  will  doubt  your  clainw 

To  rank  amang  the  nowte. 
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And  whpn  ye're  namber'd  wi'  the  dead, 

Below  a  giaasy  hillock, 
Wi'  justice  thpy  maj  mark  your  bead  — 

*'Uero  lies  a  tatoous  Bullock!" 


HOLY  WILLIE'S  PRAYER, 

0  THor,  wha  in  the  heavens  doBt  dwell, 
Wha,  aa  it  pleases  besl  thysel',    . 
Sends  ane  to  heaven  anil  ten  to  hell, 

A'  for  thy  glory. 
And  no  for  ony  guid  or  il! 

TheyVe  done  afore  thee! 

1  bless  and  praise  thy  matchless  mighl. 
When  thousands  thou  hast  leil  in  night. 
That  I  am  here  afore  thy  sight, 

For  gifts  an'  grace, 
A  burnin'  an'  a  shinin'  light. 
To  a'  this  place. 

What  was  I,  or  my  generation. 
That  I  should  get  such  exaltation  ? 
I,  wha  deserve  sic  just  damnation, 

For  broken  laws, 
Five  thousand  years  'fore  my  creatiun, 

Thro'  Adam's  cause. 

When  frae  my  mither's  womb  I  fell. 
Thou  might  hae  plung'd  me  into  hell. 
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B  urns' S   FOEIUS. 

To  gnaah  my  guma,  to  weep  and  wail, 

In  bumin'  lake, 
Whare  damned  devila  roar  and  yell, 

Chain'd  to  a  acaik. 

Ye*.  I  am  here,  a  choaen  sample, 

To  diow  thy  grace  is  great  an'  ample; 

I'm  here  a  pillar  in  thy  temple, 

HCrong  as  a  rock, 
A  guide,  a  buckler,  an'  example 

To  a'  thy  flock. 

O  Lord,  (hou  kcna  what  zeal  I  bear, 
When  drinkers  drink,  and  swearers  swea 
And  flingin'  here,  and  dancin'  there, 

Wi'  great  an'  sma' : 
For  I  am  keepit  by  thy  fear, 

Free  frae  tliem  a'. 

But  yet,  O  Lord!   confeaa  I  must, 
At  tiniea  I'm  fash'd  wi'  fleshly  lust; 
An'  sometimea,  too,  wi'  warldjy  trust 

Vile  self  gets  in ! 
But  thou  remembera  we  are  dust, 

Defil'd  in  sin. 


Besides    I  farther  maun  allow, 

Wi'  Lizzie's  lass,  three  times  I  trowj 

But,  Lord,  Ihat  Friday  I  was  fou, 

When  I  came  near  her, 
Or  else,  thou  kens,  thy  servant  trae 

Wad  ne'er  hae  steer'd  her. 
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Maybe  thou  lets  Ihia  flosHy  thorn 
Buael  thy  servant  e'on  and  morn, 
Lest  he  owre  hiyh  and  proud  should  ton^ 

'Cuiiae  he's  aae  gitteil ; 
If  aao,  Ihj  han'  maun  e'en  be  home, 

Until  thou  lift  it 

Lord,  bless  thy  chosen  m  this  place, 
For  here  tliou  hasl  a  chosen  racej 
But  Uott  cDiiruiinU  tlieir  Etubburn  face, 

And  blast  tlieir  nnme, 
Wha  bring  thy  elders  to  disgrace, 

An'  public  ehauie. 

Lo  d   m    d  O— n  H n's  deserts, 

II     d     k  ears,  an'  plays  at  carta, 

Yet  haa  m      e  takin'  arts, 

Frae  God  a  am  priest  the  people's  hearta 
lie  steals  awa'. 

An'  whan  he  chastcn'd  him  therefor, 
Thou  kens  how  he  bred  sic  a  eplort, 
An'  act  llie  warld  in  a  roar 

O'  laughin'  at  us ; 
Curse  thou  his  basket  and  hia  store, 

Kail  an'  potatoes. 

Lord,  hear  my  earnest  cry  an'  pray'r, 

Against  that  presbyt'ry  o'  Ayr ; 

T)iy  strong  right  hand,  I^rd,  make  it  b.  e, 

Upo"  iJieir  heads! 
Lord,  weigh  it  down,  an'  dinna  spare, 

For  their  misdeeds. 
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BURirs's  FOBHS. 

O  Lord,  my  God,  that  glib-tongu'd  A 

My  very  heart  arf  saul  are  quakin'. 

To  think  how  we  stood  sweatin',  shakiii', 

An'  d d  wi'  dread, 

While  he,  wi'  hinging  tips  and  aoakiD', 

Held  up  hia  head. 

Lord,  in  the  day  of  vengeance  try  him, 
Lord,  visit  them  wha  did  employ  htm, 
An'  pass  not  in  thy  oieroy  by  'em, 
Nor  hear  their  pray'r ; 
But  for  thy  people's  sake,  destroy  'em, 
And  dinnEi  spare. 

But,  Lord,  remember  me  and  mine 
Wi'  mercies  temp'ral  and  divine, 
That  1  for  gear  and  grace  may  shine, 

Excell'd  by  nime; 
An'  a'  the  glory  shall  be  thine. 

Amen,  Amen. 


EPITAPH  ON  HOLY  WILLIE. 

Hkre  Holy  Willie's  sair-wom  clay 
Takes  up  its  last  abode; 

Ilia  saul  has  taen  some  other  way, 
I  fear  the  left-hand  road. 


Stop !  there  he  is  as  sure^  a  gaOi 
Poor  silly  body,  see  him; 
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Noe  wonder  ho's  as  blncFa  the  gruD, 
Observe  wlm's  standing  wi'  hiin. 

Your  bninstane  ilevilahip,  1  see. 
Has  got  him  there  before  ye ; 

But  hauii  your  nine-tail  cat  a-wee, 
Till  ance  you've  heard  my  story 

Your  pity  I  will  not  implore, 

For  pity  ye  hae  nane ; 
Justice,  alas !  baa  gien  him  o'er. 

And  mercy's  duy  is  gaen. 

But  hear  me,  Sir  Deil  as  ye  are, 
Look  Bomelliing  to  your  credit , 

A  coof  like  him  wad  slain  your  n»in», 
IT  it  were  keM  je  did  it. 


■niE  KIRK'S  ALARM.* 


)s,  orthodox,  wha  belii've  in  John  Knox, 
Let  me  sound  an  alarm  to  your  conscience ; 
There's  a  iicrelic  blast  liaa  been  blawn  in  the  was! 
Tlmt  what  la  no  sense  must  be  nonse 
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Dr  Mao,*  Dr.  Mae,  you  shou!c!  stretch  on  a  rack, 

To  strike  evii-doers  wi'  terror. 
To  join  faith  and  sense  upon  oiiie  pretence, 

I9  heretic,  danijiable  error. 

Town  of  Ayr,  Town  of  Ayr,  it  was  mad,  I  Joclnre, 

To  meddle  wi'  roiscliicf  a-brewin^ ; 
Provost  John  is  still  deaf  lo  tlio  cliurch's  relief, 

And  orator  Bobf  is  its  ruin. 

D'lymple  mild,  t   D'rymple  mild,  tho'  your  heart's  like 
ii  child. 

And  your  life  like  the  new-driv'n  snaw. 
Yet  that  winna  save  ye,  auld  Satan  must  hae  ye, 

Fo."  preaching  that  three's  ane  and  twa. 

Rumhio  John,  5   Rumble  John,  count  the   steps  wi'  a 

Cry  the  book  is  wi'  heresy  cramm'd  ; 
Then  lug  out  your  ladle,  deal  brimstone  like  adlo 
And  roar  every  note  of  the  (iiinn'i!. 

Simper  James,  \\    Simper  James,  leave   the    fair  Killie 

There's  a  holier  chase  in  your  view ; 
ni  lay  on  your  head,  that  the  pack  ye'll  Boon  lead, 
For  puppies  like  you  lliere's  but  few 

Singet  Sawney,!  Singet  Sawney,  are  ye   heeding  th< 
penny, 

9  what  evils  await  ? 
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Wi'  H  jamp,  jell,  and  howl,  alami  every  soul, 

For  the  foul  thief  is  juat  at  your  gate. 

Daddy  Auld,*  Daddy  Auld,  there's  a  tod  in  the  tauli^ 

A  tod  meible  wiur  than  the  Clerk ; 
T"io'  ye  can  dc  little  skaith,  ye'il  be  in  at  the  deaUi 

An'  if  ye  cinna  bite,  ye  may  bark. 

Dacie  Bluster,  f   Davie  Bluster,  if  for   a   saint  ye   do 
muster, 

The  corps  is  no  nice  of  recruits; 
Yet  to  worth  let's  be  just,  royal  blood  ye  might  boast, 

If  tlie  aas  was  the  king  of  the  brutes. 

Jamy  Goose,  J   Jainy  Goose,   ye  hae   made    but    tooni 

In  hunting  the  wicked  lieutenailt; 
But  tlie  Doctor's  your  mark,  for  the  Lord's  haly  ark, 
He  has  cooper'd,  and  caw'd  a  wrang  pin  in't 

Poet  Willie,  5  Poet  Willie,  gie  the  Doctor  a  volley, 
Wi'  your  liberty's  chain,  and  your  wit; 

O'er  Pegasus's  side  ye  ne'er  laid  astride, 
Ye  but  smolt,  man,  the  place  where  he  sh-L 

Andro  Gook,  {|  Andro  Gouh  d      the  book, 

And  the  book  not  the  w  m  11  ye ! 

Ye  are  rich,  and  look  big,  b  b  h       nd  vig, 

And  ye'U  hae  a  calf's  h    d  m  e. 
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I£TTER  TO  JOHN  GOUDIE,  KILMARNOCILi 


O  GoudieI  terror  o'  the  whigs, 

Dread  o'  black  coats  and  rev'rend  trigs, 

8oor  Bigotry,  on  her  last  legs, 

Gimin  looks  back, 
Wishing  the  ten  Egyptian  plaguaa 

Wad  seize  you  quick. 

Poor  gapin',  glowrin'  auperstition, 

Waes  mo!  she's  in  a  aid  condition: 

Fly,  bring  Black  Jock,  her  state  physician, 

To  see  her  water ; 
Alas !   there's  ground  o'  great  suspicion 

She'll  ne'er  get  better. 

Auld  Orthodoxy  limg  did  grapple, 
But  now  she's  got  nn  unco  ripple  j 
Haste !  gie  her  name  up  i'  the  chapel, 

Nigh  unto  death; 
See  how  she  fetches  at  the  tluapple. 

An'  gasps  for  breath! 

Enthusiasm's  past  redemption, 

Gaen  in  a  galloping  consumption, 

Not  a'  the  quacks,  wi'  a'  their  gumption, 

Will  ever  mend  her; 
Her  feeble  pulse  gies  strong  proaumptioil 

Death  soon  nill  end  W. 
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Tia  ycfi  and  Taylor*  ere  the  chief 
Wha  are  to  blame  for  this  niiachief; 
But  gin  the  Lord's  ain  focka  gat  leave, 

A  tooin  tat  barrel 
An'  twa  red  peats  wad  send  relief, 

An'  end  the  quarrel. 


4  DEDICATION  TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ. 

Expect  na,  sir,  in  this  narration, 
A  fleeching,  fleeth'rin'  dedication, 
To  tonae  you  up,  an'  ca'  you  guid, 
An'  sprung  o'  great  an'  noble  bluid, 
Because  ye're  surnam'd  like  His  Grace, 
Perhaps  related  to  the  race ; 
Then,  when  I'm  tir'd  —  and  sae  are  ye, 
Wi'  monie  a  fulsome,  sinfu'  lie, 
Set  up  B  face,  how  I  atop  short, 
For  fear  your  modesty  he  hurt 

This  may  do  —  maun  do,  sir,  wi'  theco  wtia 
Maun  please  the  great  folk  for  a  wamefonj 
For  me,  sae  high  I  needna  bow, 
For,  Lord  be  thankit!   I  can  plough; 
And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig. 
Then,  Lord  be  thankit!  I  can  beg; 
Sae  I  shall  say,  an'  that's  nae  flatfrin'. 
It's  just  sic  Poet,  an'  sic  Patron 
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Tlie  Poet,  some  guid  angel  help  him 
Or  else,  I  fear  some  ill  ane  ekelp  him, 
Hb  may  do  weel  for  a'  he's  done  yet, 
But  only  he's  no  just  begun  yet 

The  Patron,  [Sir,  ve  maun  forgie  me, 
1  wlnna  lie,  come  what  wilf  o'  me,) 
0.1  ev'ry  hand  it  will  allow'd  be, 
He's  juBt  —  nae  better  than  he  ahonld  ba. 


I  readily  and  freely  grant. 
He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want; 
What's  no  his  ain  he  winna  tak  it, 
What  ance  he  says  he  winna  break  it; 
Aught  he  can  lend  he'll  no  refus\ 
Till  aa  his  goodness  is  abus'd: 
And  rascals  whyles  that  do  him  wrang, 
Ev'n  that,  be  does  not  mind  it  lang : 
As  master,  landlord,  husband,  father, 
He  does  nae  fail  his  part  in  either. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  him  for  a'  that, 
Nae  godly  symptom  ye  can  ca'  that; 
It's  naething  but  a  milder  feature 
Of  our  poor  sinfu'  corrupt  nature: 
Ye'll  get  the  best  o'  moral  works, 
'Mang  black  Gentoos  and  pagan  Turks, 
Or  hunters  wild  on  Ponotoxi, 
Wlia  never  heard  of  orthodoxy. 
That  he^e  the  pour  man's  friend  in  need. 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed, 
t's  nae  thro'  terror  o 
It's  just  a  camal  inclination. 
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Morality !  thou  deadly  bane, 
Thy  tena  o'  thousande  thou  haat  aiain ! 
Vain  is  hia  hope,  whoao  stay  and  trust  is 
In  moral  mercy,  truth,  and  justice  ! 

No  —  stretch  a  point  to  ca.ch  a  pkck; 
Abuse  a  brother  to  his  back, 
Steal  thro'  a  winnock  frae  a  wh-re, 
But  point  to  the  rake  that  takes  the  door ; 
Be  to  the  poor  like  onie  whunslane, 
And  baud  their  nosea  to  the  grunstane; 
Ply  ev'ry  art  o'  legal  thieving; 
No  matter,  stick  to  sound  believing. 

Learn  three-mile  prayers,  and  half-mile  grrce 
Wi'  weel-spread  ioovcs,  an'  lang  wry  faces 
Grunt  up  a  Bolemn,  lengthen'd  groan, 
And  damn  a'  parties  but  your  own; 
I'll  warrant,  then,  ye're  nae  deceiver, 
A  steady,  sturdy,  staunch  believer. 

O  ye  wlia  leave  the  springs  of  C-lv-n, 
For  gumlie  duds  of  your  ain  delvin ! 
Ye  sons  of  heresy  and  error, 
Ye'Il  some  day  squeel  in  quakin  terror  1 
When  Vengeance  draws  the  sword  in  wrath. 
And  in  the  fire  throws  the  alieath ; 
When  Ruin,  with  hia  sweeping  besom, 
Just  frets  till  heav'n  commission  gies  him; 
While  o'er  the  harp  pale  mis'ry  moans, 
Aad  strikes  the  ever-deep'ning  tones. 
Still  louder  shriefca,  and  heavier  groans ! 

Your  pardon.  Sir,  for  this  digression, 
I  maist  forgot  my  Dedication ' 
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But  when  Dh-nity  comes  cross  me, 
Uy  readers  atUl  are  eure  to  lose  me. 

So,  Sir,  ye  see  'tvaa  noe  dail  vapor. 
But  I  maturely  thoug'ht  it  proper, 
When  a'  my  works  I  did  review, 
To  dedicate  tJiem,  Sir,  to  you ; 
Because  (ye  need  na  tak  it  ill) 
1  tJiought  them  something  like  yoursel'. 

Then  patronize  them  wi'  your  favor. 
And  your  petitioner  shall  ever  — 
I  had  ameist  said,  evtr  pray. 
But  that's  a  word  I  need  na  say; 
For  prayin  I  hae  little  shill  o't; 
I'm  haith  dead-sweer,  an'  wretched  ill  <rt 
But  ise  repeat  each  poor  man's  pray'r, 
That  kens  or  hears  about  you.  Sir:  — 

"May  no'er  misfortune's  growling  ba^l^ 
Howl  thro'  the  dwelling  o'  the  Clerk  t 
May  ne'er  liis  gen'rous,  honest  heart, 
For  that  same  gen'rous  spirit  smart! 

May  K 'a  far  honor'd  name, 

Lang  beet  hia  hymeneal  flame. 

Till  II s,  at  least  a  dizen. 

Are  free  their  nuptial  labors  risen ; 
Five  bonie  lasses  round  their  jable. 
And  seven  braw  fellows,  stout  an'  able 
To  serve  thtir  king  and  country  weel. 
By  word,  oi  pen,  or  pointed  steel ! 
May  health  and  peace,  with  mutual  raya, 
Shine  on  the  evening  o'  hia  days ; 
Till  hia  wee  curlie  John's  iec-oe 
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When  ebbing  life  nae  mair  shall  flow, 
The  last,  aail  mournful  riles  liestoiv!" 

I  will  not  wind  a  lang  conclusion, 
Wi'  complimentary  effusion; 
But  whilst  your  wiahea  and  endeavors 
Are  blest  wi'  fortune's  smiles  and  favori, 
I  »m,  dear  Sir,  with  zeal  most  fervent, 
Your  much  indebted,  humble  aecvint. 

But  if  (which  powers  above  preven*.;! 
That  iron-hearted  carl.  Want, 
Attended  in  his  grim  advances. 
By  sad  mistakes  and  black  mischances. 
While  hopes,  and  joys,  and  pleasures  fly  him 
Make  you  as  poor  a  dog  as  I  am, 
Your  humble  servant  then  no  more ; 
For  who  would  humbly  serve  the  poor  ? 
But,  by  a  poor  man's  hopes  in  iieav'n! 
While  recollection's  pow'r  is  given. 
If,  in  the  vole  of  humble  life. 
The  victim  sad  of  Fortune's  strife, 
I,  tlirrf  the  tender  gushing  tear. 
Should  recognize  my  master  dear. 
If  friendleas,  low,  we  meet  togetf  cr, 
Then,  Sir,  your  hand — ray  friend  and  brother. 
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Ae  day,  as  death,  that  grousome  carl, 
Wae  drivin'  to  the  tither  wari' 
A  mixtie-maxtie  motley  squad. 
And  monie  a  guilt-bes potted  lad ; 
Black  gowna  of  each  denomination, 
And  thieves  of  every  lank  and  etation. 
From  him  that  wears  the  star  and  garter 
To  him  that  wintles  in  a  halter ; 
Asham'd  himself  to  see  the  wretches, 

He  mutters,  glow'ring  at  the  b es, 

"Ay  G— ,  I'll  not  be  seen  behint  thera, 
Nor  'mang  the  sp'ritual  corps  present  them, 
Without,  at  least,  ae  honest  man. 
To  grace  this  damn'd  infernal  claa" 
By  Adamhill  a  glance  he  threw, 
"L — d  G — d!"  quoth  he,  "I  have  it  now^ 
There's  just  the  man  I  want,  in  failh: 
And  quickly  stopped  Ranken'a  brcUh. 
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Btwirs  s  FOEMa. 


He  who  if  Ranken  sang,  lies  atiiF  and  dead, 
And  a  gi\fen  grassy  hillock  hides  his  head ; 
Alaa !  alaa !  a  devilish  change  indeed ! 


EXTEMPORE. 


Instead  of  a  song,  boys,  I'll  give  you  a  toasl,  — 
Here's  the  memory  of  those  on  the  twelfth  tliat  we  lost. 
That   we   lost,  did  I  say  ?    nay,  by  Heaven !   that  we 

For   their   fame    It   shall    lost   while    the   world   goes 

round. 
The  next  in  succession,  I'll  give  you  the  king, 
Whoe'er  would  betray  iiini,  on  high  may  he  swing: 
And  here's  the  grand  fabric,  our  free  constitudon. 
As  built  on  tlio  base  of  the  great  revolution  j 
And,  longer  with  politics  not  to  he  cramm'd, 
Be  anarchy  curs'd,  and  be  tyranny  ilamn'J ; 
And  who  would  to  liberty  e'er  prove  disloyal. 
May  his  son  be  a  hangman,  and  he  the  first  ttiSL 
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To  Crochaikii  came  * 
The  old  cock'd  Iiat,  the  gray  surtout,  the  same; 
Ilia  bristling  beard  just  rising  In  its  might, 
TwuM  four  long  nights  and  days  !o  shaving-night; 
His  uncomb'd  grizzly  locks,  wild  staring,  thatch'd 
A  head  for  tliought  profound  and  clear,  unmatch'd 
Yet,  tho'  his  caustic  wit  was  biting,  rude. 
Ilia  heart  was  warm,  benevolent,  and  good. 


TO  MR.  S*'B, 


No  more  of  your  guests,  be  they  titled  or  not. 
And  eook'ry  the  first  in  the  nation; 

Who  is  proof  to  thy  personal  c 
Is  proof  to  all  other  teinptation. 

December,  17,  1795. 
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TO  MR.  S"E, 

WITH   A    PRESENT   OF    A    DOZEN   OF    FOHTER. 

0  RAD  the  malt  thy  strength  of  mind, 
Or  hops  tiia  flavor  of  thy  wit, 

Twere  drink  for  first  of  human  kind, 
A  gift  that  e'en  for  S"e  were  fit 

Jenaaiera  Tavem,  Dumfries. 

EXTEMPORE, 

frPITTBN    IN  ANSWER   TO   A    CARD    FROM   AN    IKTIUATE 

OF    BURMS'S,    INVITING     BIM    TO    SFEHD   AH    H30R   A3 

A    TAVERN. 

The  king's  most  humble  servant, 
Can  scarcely  spare  a  minute ; 

But  ri!  be  wi*  ye,  by-an'-by, 
Or  else  the  DeU'a  be  in  it. 
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Grant  me,  indulgent  Heav'n!  that  I  may  live 
To  see  the  miscreants  feci  the  pains  they  give; 
Deal  Free  Join's  sacred  treflsuros  free  as  air, 
Till  slave  and  despot  be  but  things  which  were. 


Oh  !  had  each  Scot  of  ancient  tiraea, 
Been  Jeany  Scott,  as  tliou  art. 

The  bravest  heart  on  English  gimind, 
Had  yielded  like  a  coward. 


S   CELEBKATEB 


C  p    d  ous  railing, 

L      ly  B    ns  I  h        —confess' 

rni  h    h  d  f   hng; 

Hi      V  I 


o.led  by  Google 


BITBfia  S    POKIBS. 


Because  Gin 
The  h    h 


Kemble,  thou  cur'st  my  unbelief 

Of  MMea  anil  his  rod ; 
At  Yarico's  sweet  notes  of  grief, 
The  rock  with  tears  had  flow'd' 
DiaidHa  Theatre,  1794. 
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LINES 

WBITTEB    ON   WIITLOWS    OT    TI 


The  graybeard,  old  Wisdom,  may  bosBt  of  his 

Give  me  witli  gay  Polly  to  live; 
I  grant  hira  his  calm-blooded,  time-settled  plea 
But  Folly  hns  raptures  to  give. 


I  MORDEH  hate  by  field  or  flood, 
Tho'  glory's  name  may  screen  ris; 

In  ware  at  hame  ni  spend  my  bl'»™l  — 
Life-giving  war  of  Venus. 

The  deities  tbat  I  adore. 

Are  social  Peace  and  Plenty: 

Pm  better  pleas'd  to  make  one  more 
Than  be  the  death  of  twenty. 


M    b  ttl  y  h  ly  pool 

Th  t  h    1  U     w      d  nd  ( 

Ad  pi  as        laawt      t      t, 

An  y    d  k    t,  y  11  fi  d  him    ut. 
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BURMS  a    POEMS. 


In  politica  if  thou  would'st  mix. 
And  mean  thy  fortunes  be; 

Bear  this  in  mind — be  deaf  and  blind- 
Let  great  folks  hear  and  see. 


Yb  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  wi'  a'  this  sneering 
■Gainst  poor  Excisemen,  give  the  cause  a  hearing: 
What  are  your  landlord's  rent-rolls  ?  taxing  legera : 
Wiiat  premiers,  what?  even  Monarch's  mighty  gaugers! 
Nay,  what  are  pricBta  ?  those  seeming  godly  wise  men 
Wliat  are  thej,  pray  ?  but  spiritual  Excisemen. 


When  Death's  dark  stream  I  ferry  o 
A  lime  that  surely  shall  come; 

In  Heaven  itself,  I'll  aslt  no  more, 
Than  just  a  Highland  welcome 
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1,  hi  [hft  fbllowii^  lifies.] 

Whoe'er  he  be  that  sojourns  here, 

I  pity  much  his  case, 
Unless  he  comes  Co  wait  upon 

The  Lord  their  God  hia  Grace, 
There's  naething  here  but  Higliland  pride, 

And  Highland  scab  and  hunger ; 
If  Providence  has  sent  me  here, 

'Twaa  surely  in  an  anger. 


O  THOU  whom  Poetry  abhors. 
Whom  Prose  has  turned  out  of  doors, 
Heard'st  thou  that  groan  ?  —  proceed  no  further, 
Tw&B  laurell'd  Martial  roaring.  Murder 


o.led  by  Google 


We  cum  na  here  to  view  your  warks, 

In  hopes  to  be  mair  wise, 
But  only  lest  we  gang  to  hell. 

It  may  be  nae  surprise ; 

But  when  we  tirled  at  your  door. 
Your  porter  liought  na  hear  us  ; 

Sae  may,  should  we  to  hell's  yetts  come, 
Your  billy  Satan  aair  us ! 


Here  aoater  *•••  in  death  doea  sleep 
To  h-1!,  if  he's  gane  thither, 

Satan,  gie  him  thy  gear  to  heep ! 
Hell  haud  it  weel  the^ther. 
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ON  A  NOISY  POLEMIC. 

Below  thir  slnnes  lie  Jamie's  banes: 

O  Death !  it's  my  opinion, 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  bleth'rin'  b-tch 

Into  tliy  dark  dominion! 


ON  WEE  JOHNNY 


Whoe'er  Ihoa  art,  O  render,  know 
That  Death  has  murdcr'd  Johnny ! 

An'  here  his  body  lies  fu'  low  — 
For  saulj  lie  ne'er  had  pny. 


FOR  G,  II.,  ESQ. 

The  poor  man  weeps  —  here  G n  sleeps, 

Whom  canting  wretches  blam'd : 

But  witJi  Buch  as  he,  where'er  he  be, 
May  I  be  sav"!!  or  damn'd! 
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ON  A  WAG  IN  MAUCHLINE. 

Lament  him,  Mauciiline  husbands  a', 

He  often  did  assist  ye : 
For  had  ye  staid  whole  weeks  awa'. 

Your  wives  they  rc'er  had  misa'd  yfl 

Y    M      hi  n    b  as    n  ye  paaa 

T    schwl    n  b  nd     Ji       h 
O  ir    d  je  1    h  ly         tl      g  ass  — 


ON  JOHN  DOVE, 

INM-KEEFEH,    tUAUCBUHB. 

Here  lies  Johnny  Pidgwn; 

What  was  his  refigion, 

Wliae'er  desires  to  ken, 

To  some  other  warl' 

Maun  follow  the  Cftrl, 

For  here  Johnny  Pidgeon  had  n 

Strong  ale  was  ablution, 
Small  beer  persecution, 
A  dram  was  miiiiento  nwrt; 
But  a  full  flowing  bowl 
Was  the  saving  hia  soul. 
And  Port  was  celestial  glory. 
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ON  WALTER  S . 

Sic  a  repUle  waa  Wat, 

Sic  a  miscreant  slave. 
That  the  wonns  even  d  d  h 

When  .uid  in  his  grave. 

"la  hia  flesh  there's  a  famine," 
A  etarv'd  reptile  cries ; 

"  And  his  heart  ia  taak  poiaon," 
Another  replies. 


ON  A  HENPECKED  COUNTRY  SQUIREi 

As  father  Adam  first  was  fooi'd, 
A  caae  that's  still  too  common. 

Here  lies  a  man  a  woman  rul'd  — 
The  Devil  rul'd  the  woman ' 


EPIGRAM  ON  SAID  OCCASION. 

O  De*th!  hadst  thou  but  spar'd  hia  life, 
Whom  we  this  day  lament! 
We  freely  wad  exchang'd  the  wife, 
And  a'  been  weel  content. 
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BCEHs's  ruata. 

Ev'n  aa  he  is,  cauld  in  his  gnS, 

The  Hwap  we  yet  will  ilo't; 
Tsk  thou  the  Carlin'a  carcoas  afi;  — 
Thou'se  get  the  saul  o"  boot! 


ANOTHER. 

0(«E  Queen  Artemisa,  as  old  Btories  tell, 

When  depriv'd  of  her  husband  she  loved  so  well, 

In    respect   for  the   love  and  affection    he'd   show'd 

She  roduc'd   him  to  duat,  and  she  drank  up  the  jiow- 
der. 

But  Queen  R"'**",  of  a  dilTrent  complexion, 
When  call'd  on  to  order  tlie  fun'ral  direction. 
Would   have   eat   her   dead    lord,  on   a   Blender   pre- 

Not   to   show    her   respect,    but  —  to   Mve    the    ex 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LAP-DOG  NAMED  ECHO, 

Im  wood  and  wild,  ye  warbling  tlu-ong, 

Your  heavy  loss  deplore ; 
Now  half  extinct  your  pow'ra  of  song. 

Sweet  Echo  is  nt  more ' 
3lf 
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Ye  jarring  acteeching  things  around, 
Scream  jour  discordant  joys; 

Now  half  your  din  of  tuneless  sound 
With  Eciio  flilent  lies. 


IMPROMPTU  ON  MRS.  'S  BIRTH-DAY, 

4th    BOyEMBEH,   1793. 

Old  Winter,  with  hia  frosty  beard, 
Thus  once  to  Jove  hia  prayer  preferr'd: 
What  have  I  done,  of  all  the  year, 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  severe  ? 
My  cheerless  sons  no  pleasure  know ; 
Wight's  horrid  car  drags  dreary,  slow; 
My  dismal  months  do  joys  are  crowning. 
But  spleeny  English,  hanging-,  drowning. 

Now,  Jove,  for  once,  be  mighty  civil ; 
To  counterbalance  all  this  evil, 
Give  me  and  Pve  no  more  to  say. 
Give  me  Maria's  natal  day! 
That  brilliant  gift  will  so  enrich  me, 
Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  cannot  match  ma 
"Tis  done.  Bays  Jove; — bo  ends  my  ttory 
And  Winter  once  tejoic'd  in  gloiy. 
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How  cold  is  that  bosom  which  folly  once  fir'd 
How  paie  ia  that    ciieek  where    the  rouge     stelj 
gliaten'd! 

How  silent  that  tongue  which  the  echoes  oft  tir'd ! 
How  dull  ia  tliat  ear  which  to  flatt'ry  so  liaten'd! 

If  sorrow  end  anguish  their  exit  awnlt, 

From  friendship  and  dearest  afiection  remov'd; 

How  doubly  severer,  Eliza,  thy  fate, 
Thou  diest  unwept,  as  thou  lived'st  unlov'd. 

Loves,  Graces,  and  Virtues,  I  call  not  on  you ; 

So  shy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a.  tear. 
But  come,  all  ye  offspring  of  Folly  so  true. 

And  flow'ra  let  us  cull  for  Eliza's  cold  bier. 

Well  Ecarch  thro'  the  garden  for  each  silly  flower, 
We'll  roam  thro'  Iho  forest  for  each  idle  weed } 

But  chiefly  the  nettle,  so  typical,  shower, 

For  none  e'er  approach'd  fier  but  ru'd  the  rash  dee4 

We'..  6-:ulpture  the  marble,  well  measure  the  lay, 
Here  Vanity  struma  on  her  idiot  lyre; 

There  keen  Indignation  shall  dart  on  her  prey, 
Which  epuniing  Contempt  shall  redeem  from  hia  in 
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iBrKXs's  poKin. 


THE  EPITAPH. 


Here  Iim.  now  a  prey  l«  insulting  neglect, 
What  once  was  a  buttsrfly,  gay  in  lifc'a  beam, 

Want  only  of  wisdom  denied  her  respect, 
Want  only  of  goodncaa  denied  lier  esteem. 


Dweller  in  yon  dungeon  dark, 
Hangman  of  creation !  mark 
Wlio  in  widow- weeda  appears. 
Laden  with  unhonor'd  years. 
Noosing  with  care  a  bursting  purse, 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curse! 


ViBff  the  wilher'd  beldam's  face; 

Can  thy  keen  inspection  trace 

Aught  of  humanity's  sweet,  melting  giac«/ 

Noto  that  eye,  'tis  rheum  o'erflows, 

Pity's  flood  there  never  rose. 


o.led  by  Google 


See  those  hands,  ne'er  stretch'd  to  aaie, 
Hands  that  took  —  but  never  gave. 
Keeper  of  Mammon's  iron  chest, 
tio !  tliere  she  goes;  unpitied  and  unbleat ! 
She  goes,  but  not  to  realms  of  everlasting  reat. 


PiUNo'itEii  of  armies,  lift  thine  eyes, 

(Awhile  forbear,  ye  tott'ring  fiends !) 

Seeat  thou  whose  step  unwilling  hither  ben 

No  fallen  angel,  hurl'd  from  upper  skiea} 

Tis  thy  trusty  quondam  mate, 

Doom'd  to  sJiore  thy  fiery  fate. 

She,  tardy,  hell  ward  plies. 


Ain>  ate  they  of  no  more  avail, 
Ten  thousand  glitt'ring  pounds  a  year? 
In  other  worlds  can  Mammon  fail. 
Omnipotent  as  he  is  here.' 
O,  bitter  mock'ry  of  the  pompons  bier. 
While  down  the  wretched  vital  part  is  drivn! 
The  cave-lodg'd  beggar,  with  a  conscience  cleu, 
Expires  in  rags,  unknown,  SJid  goi^  to  heav^ 
30* 
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THE  HEN-PECKED  HUSBAND. 

Cdrs'd  be  tJie  man,  the  poorest  wretch  in  life, 
The  crouching  vaaaa!  to  the  tyrant  wife, 
Wlio  has  no  will  but  by  lier  high  peraiission, 
Who  has  not  sixpence  but  jn  her  posaession; 
Who  must  to  her  his  deiir  friend's  secret  tell, 
Who  dreads  a  curtain  lecture  worse  than  hell. 
Were  such  the  wife  had  fallen  to  my  part, 
I'd  break  her  spirit,  or  I'd  break  her  heart ; 
I'd  charm  her  with  the  magic  of  a  switch, 
rd  kiss  her  maids,  and  kick  the  perverae  b — h. 


ELEGY  ON  THE  YEAR  1788 

For  lords  or  kings  1  dinna  mourn, 

E'en  let  them  die  — for  that  they're  bornt 

But,  oh!  prodigious  to  reflect, 

A  Towmont,  sirs,  is  gane  to  wreck! 

O  Eighty-eight!  in  thy  sma'  epEoe 

What  dire  events  hae  taken  jiloce! 

Of  what  enjoyment  thou  hast  reft  us! 

In  what  a  pickle  thou  hast  left  us! 

The  Spanish  empire's  tint  a  head, 
An'  my  auid  teetbless  Bawtie's  dead; 
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BUttNSS   FDEHS. 

The  tool  lie's  teiigh  'tween  Pitt  and  Poi, 
An'  our  guidwife's  wee  birdy-cocka  j 
The  ane  is  game,  a  bluidy  devil, 
Bill  to  tlie  hen-birds  unco  civi! ; 
Tiie  tilher'B  dour,  has  nae  sic  breedin', 
But  better  stuff  ne'er  claw'd  a  midden! 


ne,  mount  the  pulpit' 
An'  cry  till  ye  be  hoiree  an'  rupit; 
For  Eighty-eight,  he  wish'd  you  weel, 
An'  gied  you  a'  baith  gear  an  meal ; 
E'en  nionie  a  plsck,  an'  monie  a  puck, 
Ye  ken  yoursels,  for  little  feckl 

Ye  bonie  lasses,  dight  your  een, 
For  some  o'  you  hae  tint  a  fricn' ; 
In  Eigfhty-eight,  ye  ken,  was  taen 
What  ye'U  ne'er  hae  to  gie  again ! 

Observe  the  very  nowt  an'  sheep, 
IIow  dowff  an'  dowie"  now  they  creep; 
Nay,  ev'n  the  yirth  itael'  does  cry, 
For  Embro'  wells  are  grutten  dry, 

O  Eighty-nine !  thou's  but  a  baim, 
An'  no  owre  auld,  I  hope,  to  learn! 
Thou  beardless  boy,  I  pray  tak  care, 
Thou  now  has  got  thy  daddy  "a  chair, 
Nae  hand-cuff'd,  miizEl'd,  half-shackl'd  tegBr^ 
Bui,  like  himself,  a  full,  free  agent: 
Be  sure. ye  follow  out  the  plan 
Nae  waar  than  he  did,  honest  man' 
As  muckle  better  as  you  caik 
Jmw^  1,  1789. 


o.ied  by  Google 


TAM  SAMSONS*  ELEGy, 


Has  aald  K seen  the  Deil? 

Or  great  M f  thrawn  his  heel  ? 

Or  R 1  again  grown  weel, 

To  preach  an'  read? 
"Na,  waur  than  a'!"  cries  like  a  chiel, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

K lang  rnay  grunt  an'  granc, 

An'  sigh,  an'  sab,  an'  greet  her  kne, 

An'  deed  her  bairna,  man,  wife,  an'  weaii, 

In  mourning  weed  ; 
To  death  she's  dearly  paid  the  kau*  ■ 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

The  brethren  of  the  mystic  level, 
May  hing  their  head  in  wofu'  bevel, 
While  by  the  nose  the  tears  will  revd, 

Like  onie  bead ; 
Death's  gien  the  lodge  an  nnco  devel : 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 


•  WltnHiKwonhyoM^pcTUman-vi 

emonlla^n,™ 
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mpposed  il  WM  10  be,  in  OMiaii'i  phr, 
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d  Epitaph. 

t  A  ecrtaii,  presoher,  n  greal  fai-ori 

.    Vid=lh*Op 

tlmi  ailu^.    For  him,  •«  alw  Ihe  Oidinalion,  il; 
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Wher.  Vinter  mufBea.up  hia  cicah, 
And  binds  tlie  mire  up  like  a  rock ; 
When  to  the  loiig-hs  the  curlers  flock, 

Wi'  ffieesome  epeed, 
Wha  will  they  station  at  the  cock? 

Tam  Sanison'E  dead.' 

He  was  the  king  o'  a'  the  core, 
To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore. 
Or  up  the  rink  like  Jehu  roar, 

In  ticne  of  neG<l ; 
But  now  he  lags  on  death's  hog-score. 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

Now  safe  the  stately  sawmont  sail, 
And  trouta  bedropp'd  wi'  crimson  hail, 
And  eels  well  kenn'il  for  soupic  tail, 

And  gcds  for  greed, 
Since  dark  in  Dealh's  fish-creel  we  wail 

Tam  Samson  dead! 

Rejoice,  ye  birring  paitricks  a'; 

Ye  cootie  muircocka,  crouaely  craw. 

Ye  maukins,  cock  your  fud  fa'  braw 

Withouten  dread ; 
Your  mortal  fae  ia  now  awa'; 

Tam  Sarnson's  dead! 

That  wofu'  mom  be  ever  mourn'd. 
Saw  him  in  shootin'  graith  adorn'd. 
While  pointers  round  impatient  burn'd, 

Free  couples  freed ; 
But,  och!  he  gaed,  and  ne'er  returned  i 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 
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In  vain  aald  age  his  body  batters ; 
In  vain  the  gout  hia  ancles  fetters! 
In  vain  the  bums  come  down  like  waten 

An  acre  braid! 
Now  every  auld  wife,  greeljn,  clatters, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead ! 

Owre  many  a  weary  Jiag  he  limpit, 
An'  ay  the  tither  shot  he  thumpit, 
Till  coward  Death  beiiind  liim  jumpit, 

Wi'  deadly  feido ; 
Now  he  procldms,  wi'  tout  o'  trumpet, 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

When  at  his  heart  he  felt  Ihe  dagger 
He  reel'd  his  wonted  bottle-swagget, 
But  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trigger 

Wi'  weei-aim'd  deed ; 
"  L — il,  five ! "  he  cried,  an'  owre  did  stagger  i 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

Ilk  hoary  hunter  moum'd  a  brither; 
Ilk  Eporteman  youth  benioan'd  a  father ; 
Yon  auld  gray  stone,  amang  the  heather, 

Marks  out  his  head, 
Whare  Burns  has  wrote,  in  rhyming  blether 

Tara  SamBon'a  dead ! 

There  low  he  lies,  in  lasting  rest; 
Perhaps  upon  his  mouid'ring  breast 
Some  Bpitefu'  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest 

To  hatch  an   breed 
Ataa !  oae  mair  he'd  tiiem  molest ! 

Tam  Samson's  dead' 
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When  August  winds  the  heather  inn, 
And  sportsmen  wander  by  yon  grave, 
Three  vollCjs  let  his  mem'ry  crave 

O'  pouther  an*  lead; 
Till  Echo  answer  frae  her  cave, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead ! 

Heav^  rest  uis  aax,  where'er  he  be'. 
Is  the  wish  o'  monie  mae  than  me; 
He  had  twa  faults,  or  may  be  three, 

Yet  what  remead? 
Ae  fiocia]  honest  man  want  we ; 

Tarn  Samsou's  dead! 


THE  EPITAPH. 

Tam  Sauron's  weel-bom  clay  here  liuf 
Ye  canting  zealots  spare  him ! 

IT  honest  worth  in  heaven  rise, 
Ve'U  mend  or  ye  won  near  him. 
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PER  CONTRA. 

Go,  Fame,  and  canter  like  a  filly 

Tliro'  a'  the  streela  an'  neuka  o'  Killie;* 

Teli  ev'iy  social,  honest  billie 

To  cease  his  grievin', 
For  yet,  unskaiih'd  by  death's  gleg  giilUe, 

Tarn  Samson's  livin'. 


ELEGY  ON  CAPTAIN  MATTHEW  HENDERSON 

k.   SBHTI-EMAN  WRO  HELB  THE  PiTEIST  FOR    BIS    HONOI 


O  Death!  thou  tyrant  fell  and  bloody  1 
The  muckle  devii  wi'  a  woo  die 
liaucl  thee  hnme  to  his  block  smiddie, 

O'ei  hurchcon  hides. 
And  like  Btock-fis.i  come  o'or  hia  aluddie 

Wi'  thy  auld  aides! 

■  KilmuDock. 
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He's  gane,  he's  gajie!  he's  frae  ua  torn. 

The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  born! 

Thee,  Matthew,  Nature's  self  shall  mourn. 

By  wood  and  wild, 
Where,  hapiy,  Pity  atraya  forlorn, 

Frae  man  eiil'd. 

Ye  hilla,  near  neebors  o'  the  starna, 
That  proudly  cock  your  creating  cairnBl 
Ye  olilS,  the  liaunls  of  sailing  yearns, 

Where  Echo  slumbers! 
Come,  join,  ye  Nature's  sturdiest  bftima, 

My  wailing  numbers! 

Mourn  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kena  ! 
Ye  has'lly  ahaws  and  briery  dena ! 
Ya  bumies,  wimplin'  down  your  glens, 

Wi'  toddlin'  din, 
Or  foaming  string,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Frae  lin  to  Jin. 

Mourn,  little  harebells  o'er  the  lee; 
Ve  stately  foxgloves  fair  to  see; 
Ye  woodbines  hanging  bonilie. 

In  scented  bow'ra; 
Ye  rosea  on  your  timmy  tree, 

The  first  o'  flow'ra 

At  dawn,  when  ev>y  glassy  blade 

Droops  with  a  diamond  at  his  head. 

At  ev'n,  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed 

r  the  rustling  gale. 
Ye  maukins  whiddin  thro'  the  glade, 
Come,  join  mv  wail 
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Mourn,  ye  wee  aongaters  a'  the  wixjj ; 
Ye  giDusc  Uiat  cmp  the  heather  bud; 
Ve  curlews  calling  thro'  a  clud ; 

Ye  whistling  plover; 
And  mourn,  ye  whirring  paitrick  bi^i.l; 

He's  gune  for  ever ; 

Mourn,  sooty  coots,  and  specWed  1«>ji«, 
Ye  fisher  herons  watching  eels ! 
Ye  duck  and  drike,  wi'  airy  wheeV^ 

Circling  the  lake; 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  quagmire  reela, 

Riir  for  his  sake! 

Moom,  clam'ring  craiks,  at  close  o'  & 
'Mang  fields  o'  flow'ring  clover  gay ; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Prae  our  cauld  shore. 
Tell  thae  far  warlds,  wha  lies  in  cIlj- 

Wham  we  deplore. 

Ye  honlets,  frae  your  ivy  bow'r. 

In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tow  r, 

What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  gi  rVr 

Sets  up  her  horn. 
Wail  thro'  tlie  dreary  midnight  h(wir, 

Till  waukrife  morn! 

O  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains! 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  slraiiw; 
But  now,  wliat  else .  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  wo  ? 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  raiiN 

Maun  ever  flow. 
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Mourn  Spnnj;   th  u   larling  of  the  year, 
lik  cowsl  p  cup  olial!  ktp  a  tear 
Thou,  Sunmer    wlule  each  corny  apear 

Shoots  up  Its  head 
Thy  gay   green    fljwry  trpsisca  shear. 

For  him  Ihals  dead! 

Thou,  Autumn,  wi'  tliy  yellow  hair, 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear! 
Thou,  Winter,  hurling  thro'  the  air 

The  roaring  blast, 
Wide  o'er  the  nnlied  world  declare 

The  worth  we've  lost. 

Mourn  him,  thou  Sun,  great  source  of  light 
Mourn,  Empress  of  the  silent  niglit! 
And  yon,  ye  twinkling  starries  bright. 

My  Matthew  mourn! 
For  Ihro'  your  orbs  he's  taen  his  flight, 

Ne'er  to  return. 

O  Henderson!  the  man!  the  brother! 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  ever  ? 
And  hast  tliou  cross'd  that  unknown  river 

Life's  dreary  hound  ? 
Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another, 

The  warid  around  ? 

Go  to  your  sculptur'd  toraba,  ye  great, 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state ! 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  Til  wait, 

Thou  man  of  worth ! 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate 

E'er  lay  in  earth. 
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THE  EPITAPa 

Stop,  pasBenger,  ray  story's  brief; 

And  truth  I  slia.ll  relate,  man ; 
I  tell  na  common  tale  o'  grief, 

For  Matthew  was  a  great  man 


If  thou  uncommon  merit  hast, 

Yet  Bpnrn'd  at  Fortune's  door,  man 

A  look  of  pity  hither  cast, 

For  Mattliew  was  a  poor  mau. 

If  thou  a  nobler  sodger  art, 
That  passest  by  this  grave,  man. 

There  moulders  here  a  gallant  heart. 
For  Matthew  was  a  brave  man. 

If  thou  on  men,  their  works  and  ways, 
Canst  liirow  uncommon  light,  man ; 

Here  lies  wha  weel  had  won  thy  praie^ 
For  Matthew  was  a  bright  man. 

If  thou  at  friendship's  sacred  ca' 
Wad  life  itself  resign,  man ; 

Thy  sympathetic  teaV  maun  fa', 
For  Matthew  was  a  kind  man. 

If  thou  art  Htauncli,  witliout  a  stain, 
Like  the  unchanging  blue,  man! 

This  was  a  kinsman  o'  thy  ain. 
For  Matthew  was  a  true  man. 
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If  Uiou  ha?t  wit,  inr^  fun  anu  fite, 
And  ne'er  guid  nine  did  tear,  man 

This  was  tliy  bilUe,  dam,  and  sire 
For  Matthew  was  a  queer  man. 

If  onie  B-higgish,  whingm  sot, 

To  blame  poor  Matthew   dire,  ikid 

May  dckjl  and  sorrow  be  his  lot. 
For  nialthevi   was  a  rue  mnn 


ON  A  SCOTCH  BARD, 


A'  rE  wha  live  by  soups  o'  drink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  by  crambo-clink, 
A'  ye  wha  live,  and  never  think, 

Our  billie's  gien  us  a'  the  jink, 
An'  owre  the  sea. 

Lament  him,  a'  ye  rantin'  core, 
Wha  dearly  like  a  random  splore, 
Nae  mair  he'll  join  the  merry  roar 

In  social  key; 
For  now  he's  taen  anither  shore, 

An'  owre  the  sea. 

The  bonie  lasses  weel  may  wish  him, 
And  in  their  dear  petitions  place  hin 
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GtRiis's  FffEMS, 

The  widows,  wives,  an'  a'  may  bless  him, 

Wi'  tPaifu'  e'e; 
For  weel  I  wa.l  they'll  aairJy  miss  hiin 

Thai's  owre  the  sea. 

O  Fortune'   thpy  hoe  room  to  grumble! 
Hadst  thou  taen  aff  some  drowsy  buminJe, 
Wha  can  do  nought  but  fyke  an'  fumble, 

Twad  been  nae  plea; 
But  he  was  gleg  as  onie  wumble, 

That's  owre  the  sea. 

Auld,  cantio  Kyle  may  weepers  wear, 
All'  stain  them  wi'  the  saut,  aaut  tear; 
Twill  make  her  )wior  auld  heart,  I  Tear, 

In  flinders  flee, 
He  was  her  laureate  monie  a  year, 

Thai's  owre  the  sea. 

He  law  miaf   tun  's    aul  I  n  r-west 
Lang  must'nng     p  a  b  tt      blast ; 
A  jillet  brak  ]      I  e    t    t  la  t 

111  maj     he  be 
So,  took  a  b   th  af       tl      mast, 

An      w      th        a. 

To  tremble  under  Fortune's  cummock, 
On  scarce  a  belly-fu'  o'  drummock, 
Wi'  his  proud,  independent  stomach. 

Could  ill  agree ; 
So,  row't  his  hurdiea  in  a  hammock, 

He  ne'er  ivas  gien  to  great  misguidingp 
Yet  coin  his  pouches  wan  na  bide  inj 
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Wi'  him  it  neer  Mas  under  1  Jing 
He  deJt  it  frpe 

The  Muse  viaa  a.   thnt  hp  look  pride  i 
Thits  0   re  the  sou, 

Jamaica  boditd    uae  hitn  weel, 
An  hip  hi  1  in  <t  toze  biel 
Yell  hnd  him  ay  i  daintj   chiel, 

4 1   Ion   1   glee 
He  wad  na  wrangd  ih"  vera  Deil, 

That  a  o   re  the  sea, 

Forewee!    my  rnj  me-compoamg  billie ' 
Your  ndt  \e  soil  was  riglt  lU  willie, 
But  may  ye  flourish  like  a  hly 

Now  bomhe 
Pll  toast  yo  in  my  hindmosrt  gilho, 

Tho  0  cr  the  sea 


ON  PASTORAL  POETRY. 

Bail,  Poesie  !  thou  nymph  reaerv'd! 

In  chase  o'  thee,  wliat  orowda  liae  Bwerv*!! 

Frae  common  sense,  or  sunk  cnervM 

'Mang  heaps  o'  clavers; 
And  och!  o'er  aft  tliy  joea  liae  atarv'd, 

'Mid  a'  thy  favors! 

8aj,  Laasic,  why  thy  train  amang, 
While  loud  the  trump's  heroic  clang 
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SCKNS'S    POEMS 

A.nc  sock  or  buskin  skelp  alang 

To  ilfiath  or  marriage  ( 

Scarce  ane  has  tried  the  shephtrJ-sang 
But  ivi'  miscarriage  ? 

In  Homer's  craft  Jock  Milton  thrives, 
Esciiylus'  pen  Will  Shakspeare  drives; 
Wee  Pope,  the  knurliii  till  him  rivea 

Horatian  fame  ; 
In  thy  Bweet  sang,  Barbauld,  survives 

Ev'n  Sappho's  flame. 

But  thee,  Theocritus!  wha  matches? 
They're  no  herd's  baljate,  Maro's  catches : 
Squire  Pope  but  busks  his  skinlin  patchea 

O'  heathen  tatters ; 
I  pass  by  hunders,  nameless  wretches, 

That  ape  their  betters. 

In  this  braw  age  o'  wit  and  lear. 
Will  nane  the  Shepherd's  whistle  mair 
Blaw  sweetly  in  its  native  air, 

And  rural  grace ; 
And  wi'  the  far-fam'd  Grecian,  share 

A  rival  place  ? 

Yes !  there  is  ane,  a  Scottish  callan ! 
There's  ane;  —  come  forrit,  honest  Allan  I 
Thou  need  na  jouk  behint  the  hallan, 

A  chiel  Bae  clever; 
The  teeth  o'  Time  may  gnaw  Tamtallan, 

But  thou's  for  ever. 
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Nae  gowdeii  stream  tliro'  nurtlea  twmea, 

WlierP  Philomel, 
While  nightly  fareezos  sweep  the  vines, 

Her  gnefa  will  tell' 

In  gowany  glens  thy  t  mie  strays, 
Where  bonie  lasses  bleai,h  tlieir  claes 
Or  trots  by  h^z  jlj   bfjiws  and  braes, 

Wi'  hawthorns  ^ny, 
Where  blackbirds  join  thp  sliejiherd's  laya, 

At  clooe   J   dny 

Thy  rural  iovea  are  Nature's  sel', 
Nae  bombaht  spates  o'  nnnsense  swell. 
Nap  snap  concPita,  but  that  sweet  spell 

O'  "itchin   love, 
That  charm  that  can  the  strongest  quell, 

The  sternest  move. 


PROLOGUE. 


No  Eong  nov  dance  t  bring  from  yon  great  city 
That  aneens  it  o'er  our  taste  — the  more'a  the  pity! 
Tho',  by  the  by,  abroad  why  will  yen  roam  ' 
Good  sense  anfl  tiste  are  natives  .here  at  home. 
But  not  for  panegyric  I  appear, 
T  come  to  wish  you  all  a  good  new-year' 
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370  BORNS'S    POEMS. 

Old  Titlitr  Time  (lepuH«i  me  here  before  ye, 

Not  for  lo  prench,  but  tPll  his  simple  story 

The  sa^e,  grave  Ancieot  cough'd,  and  bide  nte  isy 

"You'rP  one  year  older  tbia  important  diy   " 

)f  wispr,  too  —  hp  bintPd  some  suggestum, 

But  'tnould  be  rude,  you  know,  to  ask  the  question; 

And,  Hith  a  would  be  roguish  leer  and  wmk, 

lie  bade  me  on  you  press  this  one  word  —  "think," 

Ye  'jprightly  jouths,  quite  flush  with  hope  and  epint, 
Who  think  to  storm  the  world  bj   dint  of  muril. 
To  you  the  Dotard  lies  a  deal  to  say, 
In  hiB  sly,  dry,  sententious,  proverb  way ' 
He  hids  you  mind,  amid  your  thoughtless  rattle, 
That  tlie  first  blow  is  ever  half  the  battle 
That,  tho'  some  bj   the  skirt  may  try  to  snatch  him, 
Yet  by  the  forflock  is  the  hold  to  catch  him 
That,  whether  doing,  suffering,  or  forbearing. 
You  mij   do  miracles  by  persevenng 

List,  tho'  not  least,  in  love,  50  youthful  fair. 
Angelic  form'j,  high  Heav'n's  peculiar  care' 
T    J  Id  B  Id  pat  th      h      w      '  'ed  brow, 

A   1  h  mbly  b  ga  y      II  m    d  th         p  rt  nt  ^tuw. 
T  y        h  pp  1      ask    y        I    ve, 

A    1     n  1*,    hi       t     g  d  t      ec 

F  tl      h  ply  w    k       d      ors, 

\V  tl    t    >■  f  '  P   J  I  voiB  ■ 

fl   i  h  to  gu  y    II  I  it, 

Hi  1  ^^    '*s  boBo     I"      "u" 
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p  bl  k    d       i 

gra  (1  —  1         t  f 

tl  t  r'    I  t, 

p       t  If    f       t 

d  to  h  ly       I         gl  « 

d  wtl  U      gr  t  f  1  tho. 

;    pi  as         b    b  th 

pow        in  S     th 
a        fmd     f 


Th  t  f  h  ri  ( 

I    k     w      as        t  f  1  ft  h 

lar        tl         (i     b    b  m    I      U 

PI  loaoi  I  y  dl     p     d    t  d 

H       hold   h  hbyl  t 

H  re  H   t  ry  p      t     w  tJ      1 
The  lide  of  Empire's  fluctuating  cc 
Here  Doug.ns  forma  wild  Shakspea 
And  Uarley  *  routes  all  the  god  in 
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873  BURna^'s  pOEUS. 

When  WEll-forrn'd  taste  and  sparkling  wit  unit^ 
With  manly  lore,  or  female  beauty  bright, 
(Beauty,  where  faultless  aymmetry  and  grace 
Can  only  charm  us  in  tlie  second  place,) 
Witness,  my  heart,  how  oft  with  panting  fear, 
Aa  on  this  night,  I've  met  those  judges  here! 
But  still  the  hope  Experience  taught  to  live, 
Equal  to  judge — you're  candid  to  forgive. 
No  hundred-headed  Riot  here  we  meet, 
With  decency  and  law  beneath  his  feet; 
Nor  Insolence  assumes  fair  Freedom's  name; 
Like  Caledonians,  you  applaud  or  blame. 

O  Thou,  dread  Power !  whose  empire-giving  hand 
Has  oft  been  stretch'd  to  shield  the  honor'd  land ! 
Strong  may  she  glow  wilh  all  her  ancient  fire ; 
May  ev'ry  son  be  worthy  of  hia  sire ; 
Firm  may  ahe  riae,  with  generous  disdain. 
At  Tyranny's  or  direr  Pleasure's  chain; 
Still  self-dependent  in  her  native  shore, 
Bold  may  she  brave  srim  Danger's  loudest  roar. 
Till  Fate  the  curtain  druu  on  worlds  to  be  no  ni'trs 
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THE  RIGHTS  OF  WOMAN, 


While  Europe's  eye  is  fix'd  on  mighty  things, 
The  fate  of  empires,  snd  the  fall  of  kings  ; 
While  quacks  of  state  must  each  produce  his  plan, 
And  even  children  lisp  the  Righta  of  Man ; 
Amid  this  mighty  fuss,  just  let  mc  mention. 
The  Rights  of  Woman  merit  some  attention. 


First,  in  the  sexes'  intermix'd  connection, 
One  sacred  right  of  Woman  is  protedioa. 
The  tender  flower  thfit  lifts  its  head,  elate, 
Helpless  must  fall  before  the  blast  of  fate. 
Sunk  on  the  earth,  defac'd,  its  lovely  form. 
Unless  your  shelter  ward  th'  impending  storm. 

Our  second  Right  —  but  needless  here  is  cautiot^ 
To  keep  that  right  tnviolate's  the  fashion; 
Each  man  of  sense  has  it  so  full  before  him, 
He'd  die  before  he'd  ivrong  it  — 'tis  decorum. 
There  was,  indeed,  in  far  less  polish'd  days, 
A  time  when  rough,  rude  man  had  naughty  ways , 
Would  swagger,  swear,  get  drunk,  kick  up  a  riot, 
Nay,  even  thus  invade  a  lady's  quiet ! 
Now,  tliank  our  stars  1   those  Gothic  times  are  fled 
Now,  well-bred  men  — und  you  are  all  well-bred  — 
Most  justly  tliink  (and  we  are  much  the  gainera' 
Such  conduct  neither  spirit,  wit,  nor  manners. 
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For  Right  the  third,  our  last,  our  best,  our  dearesl, 
That  riglit  to  flutt'ring  female  hearts  the  nearest, 
Which  ev'n  the  Rights  of  KiugB,  in  low  prostration, 
Most  humbly  own  —  'tis  dear,  dear  admiration! 
In  that  blest  sphere  alone  we  live  and  move, 
There  taste  that  life  of  life,  —  immortal  love! 
Smiles,  glances,  sighs,  tears,  fits,  flirtations,  aira, 
'Gainst  such  a  host  what  flinty  savage  dares  ? 
When  awful  beauty  joins  with  all  her  charms. 
Who  is  BO  rash  as  rise  in  rebel  arms  ? 

But  trace  with  kings,  and  truce  with  constitution^ 
With  bloody  armaments  and  revolutions ; 
het  majesty  your  first  attention  s 
■^  ca  Ira!   the  Majesty  of  Woman! 


4,  1795,  AT  '. 

Stiu.  anxious  to  secure  your  partial  favor. 
And  not  less  anxious  sure  this  night  than  ever, 
A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  such  matter, 
•TwoHld  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing  better ; 
So,  sought  a  Poet,  roosted  near  the  skies. 
Told  him  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  eyes ; 
Said,  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed ; 
And  last  my  Prologue  business  slily  hinted. 
."Ma'am,  let  me  tell  you,"  quoth  my  man  of  rhymes 
"1  know  your  hent  —  these  are  no  laughing  times 
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Can  you  —  but   Mifs    I  onr  I  haie  my  foars, 
Diasohp  m  pause  — inii  setiti iientnl  teara  — 
With  laden  sighs    Hnd  sole  nn  rounded  sentence, 
Rouse  from  his  alugg  sh  slumbers  full  Repentance? 
Pamt  Vengeance  as  he  tik  3  hia  horrid  aland 
Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand, 
Calling  the  storms  to  bear  himoer  a  guilty  land'" 


I  could  no  more-  askance  the  creature  eyeing, 
"D'ye  think,"  said  I,  "this  face  waa  made  for  crying? 
PU  laugh,  that's  poz ;  nay  more,  the  world  shall  know  it 
And  so,  your  servant !  gloomy  master  Poet ! " 

Finn  as  my  creed,  sir,  'tis  my  fix'd  belief, 
That  Misery's  another  word  for  Grief; 
I  also  tliiiik  —  so  may  I  be  a  bride! 
That  so  much  laughter's  so  much  life  enjoy'd. 

Thou  man  of  crazy  care,  and  ceaseless  sigh, 
Still  under  bleak  Misfortune's  blii^ting  eye ; 
Doom'd  to  that  sorest  task  of  man  alive  — 
To  make  three  guineas  do  the  work  of  five ; 
Laugh  in  Misfortune's  face ^ the  beldam  witch: 
Say,  you'll  be  merry,  tho'  you  can't  be  rich. 

Thou  other  man  of  care,  the  wretch  in  lore. 
Who  long  with  jiltiah  arts  and  airs  hast  strove 
Who,  as  the  boughs  all  temptingly  project, 
Meosur'st,  in  desp'rate  thought,  a  rope  —thy  nock 
Or,  where  the  beetling  cliff  o'crhangs  the  deep, 
Peerest  to  meditate  the  healing  leap ; 
Would'st  thou  be  ciir'd,  thou  silly,  moping  elf? 
Laugh  at  her  follies — laugh  e'on  at  thyself 
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Learn  t/^  der-iiise  those  frowns,  now  so  terrilic, 
And  love  a  kinder -— LUat'a  your  grand  specific 


1  up  all,  be  merry,  I  advise ; 
re're  merry,  may  we  still  be 


How  wisdom  and  folly  meet,  mix,  and  unite, 
How  virtue  and  vice  blend  their  black  and  their  whlt% 
How  Genius,  tli'  illustrious  father  of  fiction, 
Confounds  rule  and  law,  reconciles  contradiction  — 
I  sing:  If  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should  bustle, 
I  care  not,  not  I !  let  the  critics  go  whistle. 

But  noW  for  a  patron,  whose  name  and  whose  glory 
At  once  may  illustrate  and  honor  my  story. 

Thou,  first  of  oar  orators,  first  of  our  wits ; 
Yet  whose  parts  and   acquiremenla  seem  more  lucky 

With  knowledge  so  vast,  and  with  judgment  so  strong 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e'er  went  far  wrong ; 
With  passions  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright, 
No  maji  with  the  half  of  'em  e'er  went  quite  right; 
A  Borrj,  poor,  inisbegot  son  of  the  Muses, 
For  using  thy  name  offers  fifty  excuflea 
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Gonrl  L     d,  vhat  1=1  man  =  for  f  i  iple  aa  he  looks, 
Do  but  try  to  develop  his  hook?  an  I  his  crooks, 
With  his  depths  and   hia  shallows,  hit    gwid  and   his 

Al  m  ail,  hes  a  probltm  must  puzzle  the  devil 

On  his  one  lahng  passion  Sir  Pipe  hugely  labors, 
That,  like   th'  old   Hebrew  walking  suck,  eats   up   lU 

neighbors 
Manl-md  are  his  ahiw  box  —  a  friend,  would  you  know 

him' 
Pull  the  Btnng  —  ruling  passion  the  pioiure  will  show 


What  pity    in  rearing  so  beauteous  a  sjatem, 

One  trifling  particular,  truth,  should  havd  miss'd  him' 

For,  epite  of  hi?  fine  theorttic  positions. 

Mankind  is  a  aciLiice  deftes  dthnitions ! 

Some  sort  all  our  qualia*^,  each  to  ita  tribe, 
And  think  human  nature  tliey  iruly  describe: 
Have  you  found  tins  or  totlier     there's  more  in  tha 

As  by  one  drunken  felloe   his  conrades  you'll  find. 
But  suoh  13  the  flaw   or  the  depth  of  the  plan. 
In  the  make  of  that  wonderful  creature,  call'd  Man, 
No  two  virtues,  whatpver  relation  they  claim, 
Nor  even  two  different  shades  of  the  same. 
Though  like  as  was  eier  t"in  brother  to  brother, 
Pussedsing  the  one  shall  imply  youve  the  other 
32» 
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INSCHIPTION 


Th  u  of  an    ndepo  dont      nd, 

W  th  Boul  res  I   d     v^  th  so  1  resign  d  ; 

Prepar'd  Pow  rs  proudest  frown  to  brave, 

WU  w  It      t  be    no    ha  e  a  slave 

V  rt  e  alone  who  dost  revere 

Thy  own  reproach  alo  e  d  ^t  foar  — 

Approach  th  a  shrine    and      orsh  p  here 


ADDRESS  TO  EDINBURGH 


Ediha!  Scotia's  darling  seat! 

AD  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs. 
Where  once,  beneath  a  monarch's  feet. 

Sat  legialation's  sov'reign  pow'rs ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatter'd  flow'is, 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  siray'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  houia, 

I  sbeltiir  in  thy  honor'rt  shade. 
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Here,  Wealth  still  swells  the  golden  tide 

Ah  busy  Trade  his  labors  pties ; 
There,  Architecture's  noble  pride 

Bida  elegance  and  spleador  rise; 
Here,  Justice,  from  her  native  skies, 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod 
There,  Learning,  with  his  eagle  eyes, 

Seeks  Science  in  her  coy  abode. 


Thy  sons,  Edina,  social,  kind, 

With  open  arms  the  stranger  hail ! 
Their  views  enlarg'd;  their  lib'ral  mind 

Above  the  narrow  rural  vale  j 
Attentive  still  to  Sorrow's  wail, 

Or  modest  Merit's  silent  claim ; 
And  never  may  their  sources  Tail ! 

And  never  Envy  blot  their  name. 


Thy  daughters  bright  thy  walks  adorn 

Gay  88  the  gilded  summer  sky, 
Sweet  as  tlie  dewy,  milk-white  thorn, 

Dear  as  the  raptur'd  thrill  of  joy ! 
Fair  B strikes  the  adoring  eye ! 

Heav'n's  beauties  on  my  fancy  shine, 
I  see  the  Sire  of  love  on  high, 

And  own  his  work  iniloed  divine ! 


There,  watching  high  the  least  alarms. 
Thy  rough,  rude  fortress  gleanis  afwj 
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Like  some  bold  vet'ran,  gray  in  arms, 
Aad  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  ecarj 

The  pond'roua  wall  and  massy  bar, 
Grim-rising  o'er  the  rugged  rock, 

Have  oft  withstood  assailing  war. 
And  oft  repelTd  tJie  invader's  shock. 


With  ame-9truck  thought,  and  pitying  tew^ 

I  view  that  noble,  stately  dome. 
Where  Scotia's  kinga,  of  other  years, 

Fam'd  heroes  !  had  their  royal  home : 
Alas  !  how  chang'd  the  times  to  come ; 

Their  royal  name  low  in  the  dust! 
Their  hapless  race  wild-wand'ring  roam ! 

Tho*  rigid  law  cries  out,  Twas  just 


Wild  beats  ray  heart  to  trace  your  steps. 

Whose  ancestors,  in  days  of  yore, 
Thro'  hostile  ranks,  and  ruin'd  gaps, 

Old  Scotia's  bloody  lion  bore; 
Ev'n  I,  who  sing  in  rustic  lore. 

Haply  my  sires  have  left  their  shed, 
And  fac'd  grim  Danger's  loudest  roar, 

Bold  following  where  your  fathers  led 


Edina!   Scotia's  darhng  seat ! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'ia. 
Where,  once  beneath  a  monarch's  feet, 

Sat  legislation's  soi'rPign  pow'is! 
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Prom  marking  wildly-scatter'd  flow'ra, 
Ah  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  attay'd, 

And  ein^n^,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hoUM, 
1  iheJler  in  thy  honor'd  ibftda. 
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BOOK  V. 

SONGS  AND  BALLAD& 


A  VISION. 

As  I  stood  on  yon  roofless  tower, 

Where  the  wa'-flower  scents  tiie  dewy  ait. 
Where  the  howlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower. 

And  tella  the  midnight  moon  iier  care: 

The  winda  were  kid,  the  air  was  atill, 
The  stars  they  sliot  along  the  sliy; 

The  fox  was  howling-  on  the  hill, 
And  the  distant-echoing  glens  reply. 

The  Btieam,  aflown  its  hazelly  path, 
Waa  rushing  hy  the  ruin'd  wa's. 

Hasting  to  join  the  sivecpHig  Nith, 
WhaBe  distant  roaring  swells  and  fa's. 

Tne  cauld  blue  north  was  streaming  forth 
Her  lights,  wi'  hissiag,  eerie  din ; 

Athart  the  lift  they  start  and  ahifl:, 
Like  Fortune's  favors,  tint  as  win. 

By  heedless  chance  I  turn'd  ray  eyes. 
And  by  the  moonbeam,  shook,  to  sea 
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A  stem  and  stalwart  gtiiiat  arise, 
Attir'd  aa  luinatrela  wont  to  be. 

Had  I  statue  been  o'  stnne. 

His  darin'  look  had  daunted  me : 

And  on  his  bonnet  grav'd  was  plain, 
The  sacred  posj  —  Llbertie! 

And  fme  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flon 

Might  rous'd  the  slumbering  dead  to  hear; 

But,  oh !  it  was  a  tale  of  wo. 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear. 

He  sang  wi'  joy  his  former  day. 

He,  weeping,  wail'd  his  latter  times; 

But  what  he  eaid  it  was  nae  play, 
I  winna  ventiir't  in  my  rhymes.* 


eaih,  ot  m  ine  fwvW  snd  oobie  deKiip-ion  b 
:  Field  of  Bmitk. 
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BANNOCK   BURN. 

Scots,  wlia,  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled, 
Scots,  wham  Bnice  has  afien  led ; 
Welcome  to  your  g'ory  bed, 
O,  »  gloiion.  violori.. 

Now's  the  day,  and  now'a  the  hour; 
See  the  front  of  battle  lower; 
See  approach  proud  Edward's  power- 
Edward  !  chains !  and  slaverie  1 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave? 
Wha  can  till  a  coward's  grave? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave  ? 

Traitor !  coward  '.  turn  and  flee ! 

Wha  for  Scotland's  kinij;  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa'? 
Caledonian!  on  wi'  me! 

By  oppression's  woes  and  piuns ! 
By  your  sons  in  servile  chains ! 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins. 

But  they  shall  be  — shall  be  free! 

Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low! 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe ! 
Liberty's  in  every  blow  I 

Forward!  let  us  do,  or  die! 
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SONG  OF  UEATIL 

B^ENE  —  A  Fidd  of  Battle.     Time  of  the 
ing.     The  woumkd  and  dying  of  the 
are  supposed  to  join  in  the  fiAlowing  Song, 

Fabewf.li,  thou   fair   day,  thou   green   earth,  and  ye 

Now  g»y  with  the  bright  setting  eun  j 
Farewell,  lovea  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender  ties 
Our  race  of  e. 


riiou  gnm  king  of  terrors,  thou  hfe'a  gloomy  foe, 

Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave ; 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant!  but  know, 

No  terrors  hast  thou  to  the  brave ! 

Thou  Btrik'st  the  dull  peasant  —  he  sinks  in  the  dai 
Nor  saves  e'en  the  wreck  of  a  name ; 

Tliou  strik'st  the  young  hero  —  a  glorious  mark! 
He  falls  in  the  blaze  of  his  fame ! 

In  the  proud  field  of  lienor — our  swords  in  our  hanc 
Our  king  and  our  country  to  save  — 

While  Victory  shines  on  life's  last  ebbing  sands 
O!  who  wou'd  not  rest  with  the  brave! 
33 
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Bt  yon  castle  wa',  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
I  licard  a  man  fling,  though  his  head  it  was  gray; 
And  aa  he  was  singing,  the  teara  fast  down  came  — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  lamie  coinea  hame. 

The  church  is  in  ruins,  the  state  is  in  jars ; 
Delusions,  oppressions,  and  murderous  wars; 
We  dare  na  weel  say't,  but  we  ken  wha's  to  blam^- 
Therell  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  conies  hame. 

My  seven  braiv  sons  for  Jamie  drew  sword, 
And  now  I  greet  round  their  green  beds  in  the  yerdj 
It  hrak  the  sweet  heart  o'  my  faithfu'  auld  dame  — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

Now  life  is  a  burden  that  bows  me  down, 
Sin'  I  tint  my  bairns,  and  he  tint  his  crown  ; 
But  till  my  last  moment  my  words  are  the  same  — 
Therell  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 


THE  LASS  OF  INVERNESa 
The  lovely  lass  o'  Inverness, 

Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  seej 
For  e'en  and  mom  she  cries,  Alas! 

And  ay  the  saut  tear  blia'a  her  6*9. 
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ir,  Drumossie  day, 
A  waefu'  day  it  was  to  me ; 
Pot  there  I  lost  my  father  dear. 
My  father  dear,  and  brethren  three. 

Their  winding  sheet  the  bliiidy  clay, 
Their  graves  are.  growing  green  to  aeej 

And  by  them  lies  the  deareat  lad 
That  ever  blost  a  woman's  e'e ! 

Now  wae  to  thee,  thou  cruel  lord, 
A  bluidy  man  I  trow  thou  bo ; 

Pot  monie  a  heart  thou  hast  made  sair, 
That  ne'er  did  wrong  to  thine  or  thee. 


THE  ABSENT  WARRIOR. 

Tube  —  "  Logan   Water  J' 

O  LooAN !  sweetly  didst  thou  glide, 
That  day  I  was  my  Willie's  bride  ■ 


And 
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The  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bow'rs, 

Tlie  beea  hum  round  the  breatiiing  I^ow'm 

Blithe  Morning  lifla  his  roay  eye, 

And  Evening's  tears  are  teara  of  joy; 

My  soul,  delightlesa,  a'  surveys, 

While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 

Within  yon  milk-white  hawthorn  bush, 
Amang  her  nestlings  sits  the  thrush ; 
Her  faithfu'  mate  will  share  her  toil. 
Or  wi'  his  song  her  cares  beguile ; 
But  I,  wi'  my  Bweet  nurslings  here, 
Nae  mate  to  help,  nae  mate  to  cheer, 
Pass  nidow'd  nights  and  joyless  days, 
While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 

O,  WBB  upon  you,  men  o'  state. 
That  brethren  rouse  to  deadly  hate! 
As  ye  make  monie  a  fond  heart  mourn, 
Sae  may  it  on  your  heads  return ! 
How  can  yonr  flinty  hearts  enjoy 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry  ? 
But  soon  may  peace  bring  happier  dayi^ 
And  Willie,  hame  to  Logan  brass 
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THE  WARRIOR'S  RETURN. 
Air  — "The  Mill,  MiU,  0." 

When  wild  war's  deadly  blast  was  olftwn. 

And  gefille  peace  returning, 
Wi'  nionie  a  sweet  babe  fatherless. 

And  monic  a  widow  mourning: 

I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field. 
Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger, 

My  humble  knnpsack  a'  my  wealth, 
A  poor  and  honest  sodger. 

A  leal,  light  heart  was  in  my  breast, 
My  hand  unstain'd  wi'  plunder ; 

And  for  fair  Scotia's  hame  again, 
I  cheery  on  did  wander. 

I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
I  thought  upon  the  witching  smile 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy. 

At  length  I  reach'd  the  bonie  glen. 

Where  early  life  I  sported  ; 
I  pass'd  the  mill  and  trystin'  thorn, 

Where  Nancy  aft  I  courted. 

Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 
Down  by  her  mother's  dwelling! 

And  tum'd  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 
That  in  my  een  was  swelling. 
33- 
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Wi'  alter'ii  voice,  quoth  I,  sweet  lata, 
Sweet  as  yon  liawthorn's  blossom, 

O!  happy,  happy  may  he  be, 
That's  dearest  to  thy  bosom! 

My  purse  is  light,  IVe  far  to  gang, 
And  fain  would  be  thy  lodger; 

Pve  serv'd  my  king  and  country  long 
Take  pity  on  a  soilger. 

Sse  wistfully  she  gaz'd  on  me, 
And  lovelier  was  than  ever; 

Quo'  she,  a  sodger  ance  I  Itfod, 
Forget  him  shall  1  never. 

Our  humble  cot,  and  hamely  fare, 

Ye  freely  shall  partake  il, 
That  gallant  badge,  the  dear  cockade, 

Ye're  welcome  for  the  sake  ot 

She  gaz'il  —she  redden'd  like  a  rose  — 

Syne  pale  like  ony  lily ; 
She  sank  within  my  arms,  and  cried. 

Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie  ? 

By  him  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky  — 
By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 

I  am  the  man ;  and  thus  may  still 
True  lovers  be  rewarded. 

The  wars  are  o'er,  and  I'm  come  hame, 
And  find  theo  still  true-hearted : 

Tho'  poor  in  gear,  we're  rich  in  love. 
And  mair  wc'sc  ne'er  be  parted. 
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Quo'  she,  my  ^randsire  left  me  gowA, 

A  mailen  ple-itisli'd  fairly ; 
And  come,  my  fBitliful  soilger  lad, 

Thou'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly ! 

For  gold  tho  merchant  ploughs  the  maii 
The  farmer  ploughs  the  raanw 

But  glory  is  the  sodgor'a  prize, 
The  Bodger's  wealth  is  honor. 

The  brave  poor  Bodger  ne'er  despisBi 
Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger; 

Remember,  he's  his  country's  stay 
In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 


LORD  GREGORY. 

O  uiitK,  mirk  is  this  midnight  houfi 
And  loud  the  tempest's  roar; 

A  waefu'  wanderer  seeks  thy  tow>  — 
Lord  Gregory,  ope  thy  door. 

An  exile  frue  her  father's  ha', 

And  a'  for  loving  thee  ; 
\t  least  some  piJi/  on  me  show, 

If  love  it  may  na  be. 

Lord  Gregory,  mind'sl  tfcau  not  the  gi 

By  bonie  Irwine  side. 
Where  first  I  oivn'd  that  virgin-love 

I  lang,  laog  bod  denied. 
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How  aften  diilst  thou  pledge  and  voW, 
Thou  wac  for  ay  be  mine! 

And  my  fond  heart,  itsel'  gae  tnie, 
It  ne'er  mistrusted  thine. 

Hard  is  thy  heart.  Lord  Gregory, 

And  flinty  is  thy  breast: 
Tbou  dart  of  Heaven,  that  flasheet  bf 

O  wilt  thou  give  me  rest? 

Ye  mustering  tJiundera  from  above. 

Your  willing  victim  see ! 
But  spare,  and  pardon  my  fause  love, 

His  wrongs  to  Heaven  and  me ! 


OPEN  THE  DOOR  TO  ME,  OH! 


Oh,  open  the  door,  some  pity  show, 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh ! 
Tho'  thou  haat  been  false.  111  ever  prove  true; 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me    oh  ' 

Cauld  is  the  blast  upon  my  pale  cheek. 

But  caulder  tliy  love  for  me,  oh! 
The  frost  that  freezes  the  life  at  my  heart, 

Ib  nought  to  ray  pains  frae  thee,  oh ! 

The  wan  moon  is  setting  behind  the  white  waTO 
And  tirae  is  Betting  with  me,  oh' 
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FoUe  friends,  false  love,  farewell!   for  mair 
111  ne'er  trouble  them  nor  thee,  oh ! 

Bhe  has  open'd  the  door,  she  has  open'd  it  wide; 

She  sees  his  pale  corse  on  the  plain,  oh  1 
Sly  true  love!  slie  cried,  and  sank  down  by  his  BJd^ 

Never  to  rise  again,  oh  I 


THE  ENTREATY. 

Tube  —  "  Let  me  in  this  at  nighi." 

O  LASSIE,  art  tliou  sleeping  yet? 
Or  art  thou  wakin,  I  would  wit? 
For  Love  has  bound  me  hand  and  foot, 
And  I  would  fain  be  in,  jo. 


For  pity's  sake,  this  ae  night, 
O  rise  and  let  me  in,  jo. 

Thou  hear'st  tiie  winter  wind  and  n 
Nae  star  blinks  thro'  the  driving  sle 
Tak  pity  on  my  weary  feet, 

And  sliield  me  fr«e  tlie  rwn,  jo 
O  let,  &c 
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The  bitter  blast  that  round  me  bkw«. 
Unheeded  howla,  unheeded  fa's ; 
The  CBuIdncss  o'  thy  henrt'a  the  cftUM 
Of  a'  aiy  grief  and  pain,  jo. 
0  let,  &C. 


THE  ANSWER. 

O  TKLD  na  me  o'  wind  and  rain. 
Upbraid  na  me  wi'  cauld  disdain! 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  cam  again, 


I  tell  you  now  this  ae  night. 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night; 
And  6nce  for  a',  this  ae  night, 

I  winna  let  you  in,  jo 

Tbe  snelliest  blast,  at  mirkeat  hours, 
Tint  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pours, 
la  nocht  to  what  poor  she  endures 
That's  trusted  faithless  man,  jo. 
I  tell,  &c. 


The  sweetest  flower  that  deck'd  the  mead, 
How  trodden  like  t,:e  vilest  weed ; 
Let  simple  mwd  the  lesson  read, 
The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  jo, 
I  tell,  &.C 
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Th    b  d  th  t    h      1  hia  summer-day, 
I        w  ih  I  f  wl  r's  prey ; 


THE  FORLORN  LOVER. 

Tone  —  "-Let  itu  in  tha  ae  n^iW.* 

FoRLOHn,  my  love,  no  comfort  near, 
Par,  far  from  thee,  I  wander  here, 
Far,  far  from  thee,  the  fate  severe, 
At  ■which  I  moat  repine,  lore. 


O  wert  thou,  love,  but  near  me, 
But  near,  near,  near  me ; 
How  kindly  thou  wouldst  cheer  mo, 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  love. 

Around  me  scowls  a  wint'ry  sky, 
That  blasts  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy, 
And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I, 
Save  in  those  aims  of  thine,  love. 
0  wert,  &c 

Cold,  alter'd  Friendship's  cruel  part, 

To  poison  Fortune's  ruthless  dart  — 

Let  me  not  break  tliy  faithful  heart. 

And  say  tliat  fate  is  mine,  love. 

0  wert,  &c. 
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But  drears'  ^'^  ^^  moments  fleet 
O  let  me  thtiik  tve  yet  ahall  meet 
That  only  ray  of  solace  Biveet 

Can  on  tby  Cbloris  shine,  love. 
O  wert,  &c. 


THE  DREARY  NIGHT. 
TrwE  —  "Could  Kail  in  ^berdttiu" 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night, 
When  I  am  frao  my  dearie ! 


For  oh,  her  knely  nights  are  kng ; 

And  oh,  her  dreams  are  eerie ; 
And  oh,  her  widow'd  heart  is  sair, 

That's  absent  frae  her  dearie. 

When  I  think  on  the  lightsome  day* 
I  spent  wi'  tliee,  iriy  dearie ; 

And  now  wliat  fli?as  between  us  roar, 
How  can  1  buL  be  eerie  P 
For  oh  Sic. 

How  alow  ye  move,  ye  henvy  houra  ■ 
The  joyless  day,  how  dreary  ! 

It  woa  na  sae  ye  glinted  by, 

When  1  was  wi'  my  dearie. 

For  oh,  &C. 
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POORTITH  CAULD. 

ToBE  —  "I  had  a  Morat.' 

O  POORTITH  cauld,  and  restless  lovB) 
To  wreck  my  peace  between  ye; 

Yet  poortith  a'  I  could  forgive, 
An'  twere  na  for  my  Jeany. 


O  why  shouM  Fate  sic  pleasure  hava 
Life's  dearest  bands  untwinbg? 

Or  why  sae  sweet  a  flower  aa  Love, 
Depend  on  Fortune's  shining? 

This  warld's  wealth,  when  I  Ihink  ra 
It's  pride  and  a'  the  lave  o't; 

Fie,  fie  on  silly  coward  man. 
That  ho  should  be  the  slave  o^ 
O  why,  &c. 


Her  een  sae  bouie  blue  betray 

How  she 

repays  my  passion; 

Bui  pruden 

ce  is  her  o'erword  ay, 

She  talks  of  rank  and  fashion. 

O  why   &c 

0  wha  can 

prudence  think  npoi^ 

And  sic 

a  lassie  by  him? 

0  wha  can 

prudence  think  upon, 

And  sae 

in  love  aa  I  am  ? 

O  why,  &c 
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EIoiT  b.'CBt  the  humble  cotter's  I 
lie  wooa  his  sjrple  dearie; 

Tlie  sillic  bugles,  wealth  and  at 
Con  Dcvet  miLkc  tliem  eerie. 
O  why,  &.C. 


CLARINDA. 

Clarimia,  mistresB  of  my  Boul 

The  measur'd  time  is  run ! 
The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pole* 

So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie  ? 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  his  life  and  light, 

The  Bun  of  all  hia  joy. 

We  part  —  but  by  these  prccioiui  drcpi 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes  I 
No  other  light  eliall  guide  my  atepa 

Till  ihy  bright  heama  arise. 

She,  the  fiir  sun  of  all  her  sex, 
lias  blest  my  glorious  day; 

And  shall  a  glimm'ring  planet  fix 
ily  wursiiip  to  it3  ray? 
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ISABELLA. 

Tune  — "JtrCn„       /lie    '    Lame-^'' 

Biv,     w  d          1  h    bi  w 

Ydio      1      e„    h     w      11      1      ir 

By  a            h     rsly 

Isabell      tr  y  d   d  pi         — 

"  Fsre      11,  1      ra  th      1  t    d  a       aaure 

Sunsh        d  y      f  j  y  and  pi  ns 

Hail,  tl        gl        y        h      f 

Chee  1              ht   Ih  t  k                       tow 

"O'e    tJ     p    t  t      f    dly        d 

On  th     h  p  1        ft        po    1 

Cliilly  g     f     y  If   blooit          a, 

Pell  d    p       my  f      y           s. 

Life,  tl             1     f        y  bl         g 

Load  t    m    ry            d   1    ss 

0,  h  H-  g!  dly  I  d               th 

And  t    dark  obi          j  in  tl      ! 

WANDERING  WILLIE. 

II ERE  awa,  there  awn,  wandering  Willie, 

Here  awa,  there  awa,  hand  away  harne  j 

Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ^n  only  dearie, 

Tell  me  tliou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the  lams. 
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Winter  winds  blew  loud  and  cauld  at  our  parting, 
Peara  for  ray  Willie  brought  tears  in  my  e'e; 

Welcome  now  simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie, 
The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  to  me! 

Rest,  ye  wild  storms,  in  the  cave  of  your  slumbers, 
How  your  dread  howling  a  lover  alarms ! 

Wauken,  ye  breezes ;  row  gently,  ye  billows. 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ancc  mair  to  my  arma , 

But  oh !  if  he's  faithless,  and  minds  na  his  Nanie, 
Flow  etiU  between  us,  thou  wide-roaring  main! 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it, 
But.  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  oin ! 


THE  PARTING  KISa 

JocKEi's  laen  the  parting  kiss, 
O'er  the  mountains  he  has  gane ; 

And  with  him  is  a'  my  bliss : 

Nought  but  griefs  with  me  renuun. 

Spare  my  luve,  ye  winds  that  blaw, 
Flashy  sieeta  and  boating  rain! 

Spare  my  luve,  thou  feath'ry  anaw, 
Drifting  o'er  the  frozen  plain! 

When  the  shades  of  evening  cresp 
O'er  the  day's  fair,  gladsome  e'e, 

Sound  and  safely  may  he  sleep, 
Sweetly  blithe  his  wauk'ning  be 
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He  will  think  on  ner  he  loves 
PonJIy  he'll  repeal  her  nam 

For  wliere'er  he  distant  roves, 
Xockey's  heart  ia  still  at  hai 


THE  ROARING  OCEAN. 

Tune  —  "  Dmimion  dahh," 

McsrNo  on  the  roaring'  ocean, 
Which  divides  my  love  and  mo ; 

Wearying  Heav'n,  in  warm  devotioiv 
For  Ilia  weal,  where'er  he  be, 

Hope  and  fear's  alternate  billow 
Yiehling  late  to  Nalure'a  law; 

Whisp'ring  spirits,  rniind  rny  pillow 
Talk  of  him  that's  for  awa. 

Ye  whom  Borrow  never  woundea, 
Ye  who  never  shed  a  tear, 

Care-untroubled,  joy-surrounded, 
Gaudy  day  to  you  ia  dear. 

Gentle  night!  do  thou  befriend  nM 
Downy  sleep,  the  curtain  draw; 

Spirits  kind,  again  attend  me, 
Talk  of  him  thut'e  far  aw« . 
34" 
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Tdbji  again,  thou  fair  Eliza, 

Ae  kino  blink,  before  we  part, 
Row  on  thy  despairing'  lover; 

Canst  thou  break  his  faithful  heart? 
Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza ; 

If  to  love  thy  heart  denies, 
For  pity  hide  the  cruel  sentence 

Under  friendaliip'a  kind  diaguiso. 

Thee,  dear  maiA,  hae  I  offended  ? 

The  offence  ia  loving  thee! 
Canst  thou  wreck  his  peace  for  ever, 

Wha  for  thine  would  gkdly  die  ? 
While  the  life  beats  in  my  bosom, 

Thou  shall  mix  in  ilka  throe ; 
Turn  again,  thou  lovely  maiden, 

Ae  eneet  smile  on  me  bestoir. 

Not  the  bee  upon  the  blossom, 

In  the  pride  o'  sinny  noon ; 
Not  the  little  sporting  fairy. 

All  beneath  the  simmer  moon ; 
Not  the  poet,  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  on  his  e'e. 
Kens  the  pleasure,  fcela  the  raptuM, 

That  thy  presence  gies  to  me. 
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Tcm:  —  "  JVimqfs  to  ffie  Grttmnood,"  tfe. 

PiREWliLL,  thou  .stream  that  winding  flowi 
Around  Eliza's  dwelling ! 

0  mem'ry,  spare  the  cruel  throes 
Within  my  bosom  swelling, 

Condemn'd  to  drag  a  hopeless  chain, 

And  yet  in  secret  languish, 
To  feel  a  fire  in  ev'ry  vein, 

Nor  dare  disclose  my  anguish. 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  unseen,  unJcnown, 

I  fain  my  griefs  would  cover ; 
Tbo  bursting  sigh,  th'  unweeting  groan, 

Betray  the  hapless  lover. 

1  know  thou  doom'st  me  to  despair. 
Nor  wilt  nor  canst  relieve  me ; 

But  oh,  Eliza,  hear  one  prayer, 
For  pity's  sake,  forgive  me. 

The  music  of  thy  voice  I  heard. 

Nor  wist,  while  it  enslav'd  ma ; 
1  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  fear'd, 

Tiii  fears  no  more  had  sav'd  me : 
Th'  unwary  sailor  thus  aghast, 

The  wheeling  torrent  viewing ; 
*Mid  circling  horrors,  sinks  at  last 

In  overwhelming  ruin. 
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TIIE  BRAES  O'  BALLOCHMYLE. 

The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  soen, 
Tlie  tiow'rs  decay'd  on  Catrine  lea; 

Nae  lav'rock  sang  on  hillock  greeo, 
But  Nature  sicken'd  on  the  e'e. 

Thro'  faded  grovea  Maria  sanf, 
Hersel'  in  beauty's  bloom  tne  whylc. 

And  ay  the  ivild-wood  echoBB  rang. 
Farewell  the  braea  o'  BalWlunyle. 

Low  in  your  wint'ry  beds,  ye  flow'ts, 
Again  ye'll  flourish  fresh  and  fair  j 

Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  with'ring  bow'rs, 
Again  yc'U  charm  the  vocal  air: 

But  here,  alas '.  for  me,  nae  mair 
Shall  birJie  charm,  or  flow'ret  smile, 

Farewell  the  honie  banks  of  Ayr, 

Farewell,  farewell!  sweet  Bajlochraylt 


GLOOMY  DECEMBER. 

AscE  inair  1  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December. 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  wi'  sorrow  and  care ; 
SaJ  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remember, 

Parting  iri'  Nancy,  oh!  ne'er  to  meet  mair! 


o.led  by  Google 


Fond  lovers'  parting  is  sweet,  painful  pleasure; 

Hope  heamingp  mild  on  tlie  soft,  pnrling  hotirj 
But  the  dire  feeling,  O  farewell  for  ever! 

Is  anguish  unmingled,  and  agony  pure. 

Wild  as  the  Winter  now  tearing  the  forest, 
Till  the  last  liiaf  o'  the  Summer  is  flown, 

Such  is  the  tempest  has  ehakcn  my  bosom, 
Since  my  last  hope  and  lost  comfort  is  gone. 

Still  as  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloonjy  December, 
Still  shall  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care; 

For  sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  Temembe 
Palling  wi'  Nancy,  oh,  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 


DEPARTURE  OF  NANCY. 
Ttnra  —  "  OranrgaoU." 

Beho  b  th    1   u     the  b  at  a     ve; 

Tl   u  goe  t,  th  u  da  1  n      I  my  heart ' 
Seve   d  f   m  th         an  I  su       e? 

But  fate  has  w  11  d     nd     e  must  part 

111  often  <freet  th  a  s        n     swell, 

Y  n  d  t  nt     I         11     ft  n  hiil : 

"  E*  n  h        I  took  tl      laat  f   ewell ; 

The  e  latest  n  a  k  d  he     anish'd  sail." 

Alon     the  s  1 1  ry  si 
Vt  hde  fl  tt  ng  sea  fowl     unil  me  cry, 
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Across  the  rolling',  dashing  roar, 
I'll  wcBtward  turn  my  wistful  eye" 

Happy,  thou  Indian  grove,  I'll  say, 

Wliere  now  mj"  Nancy's  path  may  be! 

Wliile  thro'  thy  aweeta  she  lovea  to  stray, 
O  teU  me,  does  ahe  muse  on  meP 


MY  NANIE'S  AWA. 

Tdnk  —  "  There'll  never  be  peace,"  tfc 

Now  in  her  green  mantle  blithe  Nature  arrays, 
And  listens  the  lambkina  that  bleat  o'er  the  braes, 
While  birda  warble  welcome  in  ilka  green  shaw; 
But  to  me  it's  delightlesa  —  my  Nanie'a  awa. 

The  sniw-drap  and  primrose  our  woodlands  adom, 
And  violets  bathe  in  the  weet  o'  the  mom; 
They  pain  my  sad  bosom  so  sweetly  they  blaw, 
They  mind  me  o'  Nanie^and  Nanie's  awa. 

Thou  lav'rock  that  springs  frae  the  dews  of  the  lawI^ 
The  shepherd  to  warn  o'  the  gray-breaking  dawn, 
And  thou  mellow  mavis  that  hails  the  night-fa'. 
Give  over,  for  pity  —  my  Nanie's  awa. 

Come,  Autumn,  sae  pensive,  in  yellow  and  gray, 
And  soothe  me  wi'  tidings  o'  Nature's  decay: 
The  dark,  dreary  Winter,  and  wild-driving  Bnaw 
Alane  can  delight  mo  — now  Nanie's  awa. 


o.led  by  Google 


BANKS  C  DOON. 

Ye  banks  nnd  braes  o'  bonie  Doon 
How  can  ye  bloom  sae  frcah  and  fair? 

How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds. 
And  1  sae  weary,  fu'  o'  care? 

Thou'lt  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird, 
That  wantons  thro'  tlie  flow'ring  ihom: 

Thou  minds  me  o'  doparted  joys, 
Departed,  never  to  return. 

Oft  hae  I  rov'd  my  bonie  Doon, 
To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine ; 

And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  love, 
And  fondly  sae  did  1  o*  mine. 

Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 
Fu'  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree; 

And  my  fnuse  lover  stole  my  rose. 
But,  ah!  he  left  the  ihorn  wi'  me. 


THE  DISCONSOLATE  LOVER. 

Now  Spring  has  clad  the  grrvoa  in  gToea, 
And  Btrcw'd  the  lea  wi'  llowers ; 

The  furrowM  waving  com  :a  seen 
Eejoice  in  fostering  showeis : 
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While  ilka  thbg  in  nature  join 

The  J  sorrows  to  forego, 
O  why  tlius  all  alone  ore  mine 

The  weary  stepa  of  wo ! 

The  trout  within  yon  wimpling  bum 

Glides  Bwiil,  a  eilver  dart, 
And  safe  beneath  the  shady  thorn, 

Defies  the  angler's  art; 
My  life  was  ance  that  careless  streaa^ 

That  wanton  trout  was  I; 
Bat  love,  wi'  unrelenting  beam, 

Has  scorch'd  my  fountains  dry. 

The  little  flowret's  peaceful  lot, 

In  yonder  cliff  that  grows, 
Which,  save  the  linnet's  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows. 
Was  mine;  till  love  has  o'er  me  past, 

And  blighted  a'  my  bloom ; 
And  now,  beneath  the  withering  blast. 

My  youth  and  joy  c 


The  waken'd  lav'rock  warbling  springs. 

And  climbs  the  early  sky. 
Winnowing  blithe  her  dewy  wings. 

In  morning's  rosy  eye ; 
As  little  reckt  I  sorrow's  pow'r. 

Until  the  llow'ry  snare 
O'  witching  love,  in  luckless  hour. 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  care. 

O,  had  my  fate  been  Greenland  snows, 
Or  Afric'a  burning  zone. 
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Wi'  men  and  nature  leagu'il  my  foes, 

So  Peggy  ne'er  I'd  known! 
The  wretch  whase  doom  is,  "  Hope  nae 

Wliat  tongue  his  woes  can  tell  ? 
Within  whase  bosom,  save  despair, 

Nae  kinder  spirits  dwell. 


CRAGIE-BURN. 

TpME — "  Cragit-Bum  Wood." 

Sweet  fa's  the  eve  on  Cragie-Bum, 
And  blitlie  awakes  the  morrow  j 

But  a'  the  pride  o'  spring's  return 
Can  yield  me  nocht  but  sorrow, 

I  see  the  flowers  ond  spreading  trees, 
I  hear  tlie  wild  birds  singing; 

But  what  a  weary  wight  can  please, 
And  care  his  bosom  wringing? 

Fain,  fain  would  I  my  griefs  impart, 
Yet  dare  na  for  your  anger; 

But  secret  love  will  break  my  heart, 
If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

If  thou  refuse  to  pity  me. 

If  thou  sbalt  love  anither. 
When  yon  green  leaves  fade  frae  tho  tr 

Around  my  grave  they'll  wither. 
35 
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THE  CHEERLESS  SOUL. 
Tdbe  —  "Jocify's  Gray  Breeki.^ 

AsAin  rejoicing  Nature  sees 

Her  robe  assume  its  vernal. hues; 

Her  leafy  locks  wave  in  the  breeze, 
All  freshly  Bteep'd  in  morning  dewK 

In  vain  to  me  the  cowslips  blaw. 
In  vEun  to  me  the  vi'leta  spring! 

In  vain  to  me  in  glen  or  shaw. 
The  mavis  ami  llie  lintwhile  sing. 

The  meriy  ploiighboy  cheers  his  team, 
Wi'  Joy  tlie  tencie  seedsman  stalka ; 

But  life  to  me's  a  weary  dream, 
A  dream  of  ane  that  never  wauka. 

The  wanton  coot  the  water  skims, 
Amang  the  reeds  the  ducklings  cry ; 

The  stately  swan  majestic  swims, 
And  everythbg  is  blest  but  I. 

The  sheep-herd  steeks  his  faulding  slap, 
And  owre  the  moorland  whistles  shrill ; 

Wi'  wild,  unequal,  wand'ring  step 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 

And  when  .the  lark,  'tween  light  and  dari^ 
Blithe  waukens  by  the  daisy's  side, 
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Buans'a  POEiaa, 


id  sin^  on  flittering  wings, 
s;]iai3t,  1  homeward  glide. 


Come,  Winter,  with  thine  angry  howl, 
And,  raging,  bend  the  naked  tree, 

Thy  gloom  will  sootlio  my  chcerlcaa  sou 
When  Nature  all  is  sad  like  me! 


MARY  MORISON. 
TcHE  —  "  Bide  ye  yet" 

0  Mart,  at  thy  window  be, 

It  is  the  wish'd,  the  trysted  hour! 
Those  smiles  anil  glances  let  me  see, 

That  malte  the  miser's  treasure  poor ; 
How  blithely  wad  I  bide  the  atoure, 

A  weary  slave  frae  son  to  sun; 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure. 

The  lovely  Mary  Morison 

Yestreen,  when  to  the  trembling  stnng, 
The  dance  gaed  thro'  the  lighted  ha', 

To  ttiee  my  fancy  took  its  wing, — 
1  sat,  but  neither  heard  nor  saw! 

Tho'  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw, 
And  you  the  toast  of  a'  the  town, 

1  sigh'd,  and  said  amang  them  a', 
"Ye  are  nit  Mary  Morison," 
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O  Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  his  peaca, 

Wha  for  thy  sake  would  glaJly  die? 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  hia, 

Whose  only  fault  is  ioving  tliee? 
If  love  for  iove  thou  wilt  na  gie, 

A 1  least  be  pity  to  me  shown : 
A  thought  ungentle  canna  be, 

The  thought  o'  Mary  Moriaon. 


FAIR  JENNY. 
Tube  —  "  Saw  ye  my  father  ?  " 

Where  are  the  joys  that  I've  met  in  the  momjoft 
That  danc'd  lo  the  lark's  early  song  ? 

Where  is  the  peace  that  awaiteil  my  wand'ring, 
At  evening,  the  wild  woods  among  P 

No  more  a-winding  the  course  of  yon  river. 
And  marking  sweet  flow'rets  so  fairj 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  footsteps  of  pleasure, 
But  sorrow  and  sad  sighing  care. 

Is  it  that  Summer's  forsaken  our  valleys, 

And  gricn,  surly  Winter  is  near? 
No,  no !  the  bees  humming  round  the  gay  roses, 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  of  the  year. 

Fain  would  I  hide  what  I  fear  to  discover. 
Yet  long,  long  too  well  have  I  known 
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All  thnt  has  caused  thit  wreck  in  my  bosom, 
Is  Jenny,  Tiir  Jciiiiy  alone. 

Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  griefs  are  immortal, 
Nor  hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow : 

Come  tiicn,  enamor'd  and  fund  of  my  anguish, 
Enjoyment  I'll  seek  in  my  wo. 


ADDRESS  TO  TUB  WOOD-LARK. 


O  STAT,  sweet- warbling  wood-lark,  stay, 
Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spray; 
A  hapIesB  iover  courts  thy  lay, 

Tby  soothing,  fond  complaining. 

Again,  again  that  tenfler  part, 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  art ; 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  heart, 
Wha  kills  me  wi'  disdaining. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind. 
And  hoard  thee  as  tlie  careless  wind? 
Oh,  nocht  but  love  and  sorrow  join'd, 
Sic  notes  o'  wo  could  wauken. 

Thou  tells  of  never-ending  care ; 
0'  speechless  grief  and  dark  despair } 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mait 
Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken' 
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FRAGMENT, 
IK  wixhirspooh's  coitECTioif  OP  scot's 
Air  —  "HugkU  Graham." 

O  WERE  my  love  yon  lilac  fair, 
Wi'  purple  blossoms  to  the  spring ; 

And  I  a  bird  to  shelter  there, 
When  wearied  on  my  little  wing: 

How  wad  I  mourn  when  it  was  torn 
By  autumn  wild,  and  winter  rude  ! 

But  I  wad  sing  on  wanton  wing. 
When  youthful  May  its  bloom  renew 

"  O  gin  my  love  were  yon  red  rose. 
That  grows  upon  the  castle  wa'. 

And  I  myael'  a  drap  o'  dew 
Into  her  bonie  breast  to  fa'  I 

"O,  there  beyond  expression  blest, 
I'd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night; 

Seal'd  on  her  silk-sail  faulds  to  rest, 
Till  fley'd  awa  by  Phosbus'  light." 
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ADDRESS  TO  A  LADY. 

On,  wort  thou  in  the  cauld  blast, 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea, 
My  plaiilie  to  the  angry  airt, 

I'd  shelter  Ihee,  I'd  Bheller  thee: 
Or  did  misfortune's  bitter  atorma 

Around  thee  blaw,  around  thee  blaw, 
Thy  bicld  ehould  be  my  boaom, 

To  share  it  a',  to  share  it  a'. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste. 

Sac  block  and  bare,  sae  black  and  bare, 
The  desert  were  a  paradise. 

If  thou  weit  there,  if  tliou  wert  there : 
Or  were  I  monarch  o'  the  globe, 

Wi'  thee  to  reign,  wi'  thee  to  reign, 
The  brightest  jewel  hi  my  crown 

Wad  be  oiy  queen,  waii  be  my  queen 


THE  AULD  MAN. 

BcT  lately  aeen  in  gladsome  green, 

Tho  woods  rejoice  the  day ; 
Thro'  gentle  show'rs  the  laughing  floVn 

In  double  pride  were  gay. 
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On  winter  blaaW  Hwa; 
Vet  maiden  May,  in  rich  amy, 
Again  shall  bring  them  a'. 

But  my  white  pow,  nae  kindly  tbowo 

Shall  melt  the  snawa  of  age ; 
My  trunk  of  eild,  but  buss  or  bield, 

Sinks  in  Time's  wintVy  rage. 
Oh,  age  has  weary  days. 

And  nights  o'  eleepiess  pain ; 
Thou  golden  time  o'  youthful  prime. 

Why  com'st  thou  not  again ' 


JOHN  ANDERSON,  MY  JO. 

Jobs  Andersob,  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  wore  first  acquent. 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven. 

Your  bouie  brow  was  brent ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  held,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snow : 
But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 
We  clamb  the  hill  thegither 

And  monie  a  canty  day,  John, 
We've  had  wi'  ane  anither; 
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Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John 
But  hand  m  hand  we'll  go, 

And  Bleep  thegitlier  at  the  foot, 
John  Anderaon  my  jo. 


AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

SaoDLD  euld  acqaalntance  be  forgot, 
And  never  brought  to  min'  ? 

Should  auld  acquainlance  be  forgot. 
And  days  o'  huig  eyne  ? 


For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dcftr. 

For  auld  lang  syne ; 
We'll  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet, 

For  auld  lang  eyne. 

We  twa  hae  run  about  the  braes. 

And  pu't  the  gowans  fine ; 
But  we've  wander'd  monie  a  weary  Jbo^ 

Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 

For  auld,  &e. 

We  twa  hae  piidi't  i'  tne  bum, 

Frae  mornin'  sun  till  dine , 
But  BCBfi  between  ua  braid  hoe  toai'd, 

Sin'  euld  lang  syne. 

For  auld,  &.c 
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And  here's  a  hand,  my  trusty  fiere, 

And  gie'a  a  hand  o'  thine  i 
And  we'll  tak  a  right  guid  willie-waught, 

For  auld  lang  sjiie. 

For  auld,  3i,c, 

And  sorely  ye'U  be  your  pint-stowp. 

And  surely  I'll  be  mine  ; 
And  we'll  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet, 

For  auld  lang  syne. 

For  auld,  &c. 


HOPELESS  LOVE. 
TcNE  —  "Liggermit  Coah." 

Blithe  hae  1  been  on  yon  hill, 
As  the  lambs  before  me; 

CaielesB  ilka  thought  and  free, 
As  the  brecEB  flew  o'er  me : 

Now  nae  longer  sport  and  play, 
Mirth  nor  sang  can  please  me ; 

Lesley  is  sae  fair  and  coy. 
Care  and  anguish  seize  me. 

Heavy,  heavy,  is  the  task, 
HopelesB  love  declaring: 

Trembling,  I  dow  nocht  but  glowV, 
Sigliing,  duiiih,  deepainng! 
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If  she  wintia  ease  the  thrawa, 
In  my  bosom  swelling, 

Undernenth  the  grass-green  sod 
Soon  maun  be  my  direlling. 


BANKS  OF  NITH. 

Tdhe — "RobU  Donna  GoraA," 

The  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea, 
Where  royal  cities  stately  stand; 

But  sweeter  Sowa  the  Nith  to  me, 
Where  Commons  ance  had  high  command  I 

When  shall  I  see  that  honor'd  land, 
That  winding  stream  I  love  so  dear? 

Must  wayward  Fortune's  adverse  hand 
Fa  ever,  ever  keep  me  here  ? 

How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  fruitfal  rales. 

Where  spreading  hawthorns  gaily  bloom ! 

How  sweetly  wind  thy  sloping  dales, 
Where  lainbkira  wanton  tiiro'  the  broom 

Tho'  wand'rlng    now,  must  ie  my  doom, 
Far  from  thy  bonie  banlis  anil  braes, 

May  there  my  latest  houra  consume, 
Aniang  the  frieada  of  ear.y  days ! 
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BANKS  OF  CREEL 

Here  is  the  glen,  and  here  the  bowV, 
Ail  underneatli  the  birchen  shade; 

The  village  bell  has  told  the  hour : 
O  what  can  atay  my  lovely  niaid? 

Tia  not  Maria'e  whisp'ring  call ; 

Tib  l)ut  the  balmy-breathing  gale, 
Mixt  with  some  warbler's  dying  call, 

The  dewy  star  of  eve  to  hail. 

It  is  Maria's  voice  I  hear! 

So  calls  the  wood-krk,  in  the  grovo, 
Hia  little  failliful  mate  to  cheer: 

At  once  'tia  rausic — and  'tis  love. 

And  art  thou  come  ?  and  art  thou  true  ? 

O  welcome,  dear  to  love  and  me ! 
And  let  ua  all  our  vows  renew. 

Along  the  flow'iy  banks  of  Cree. 


CASTLE  GORDON 

Streams  that  glide  in  orient  plainn, 
Never  bound  by  wiiter'a  chaina  ; 
Glowing  here  on  golden  sanda. 
There  comuiix'd  with  foulest  stains 
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From  tyranny's  empurjtl'd  bands  ; 
Those,  their  richly-gleaming  waves, 
I  leave  to  tyrants  and  their  slaves; 
Give  me  the  stream  thnt  sweetly  kvei 
The  banks  by  Castle  Gordon. 

Spicy  forests,  ever  gay, 
Shading  from  the  burning  ray 
Hapless  wretches  sold  to  toil, 
Or  the  ruthless  native's  n-ay. 
Bent  on  slaughter,  blood,  and  spoil ; 
Woods  that  ever  verdant  wave, 
I  leave  the  tyrant  and  his  slave; 
Give  me  the  groves  that  loRy  brave 
The  storms  by  Castle  Gordon. 

Wildly  here,  without  control, 
Nature  reigns,  nnd  rules  tlie  whole ; 
In  that  sober,  pensive   mood. 
Dearest  to  the  feeling  soul. 
She  plants  (he  forest,  pours  the  flood , 
Life's  poor  day  I'll  musing  rnve, 
And  lind  at  night  a  shelt'rinjr  cavo. 
Where  waters  flow  and  wild  wooda  w«t^ 
By  bonie  Castle  Gordoo. 
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gdknb's  pobui 


APTON  WATER. 


Plow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  biaei , 
Flow  gently,  I'll  sing  thee  a  song  in  tliy  praifle: 
My  Mary'a  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  Btream, 
Flow  gently,  aweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 

Thou  Btock-dove  whose  echo  resounds  thro'  the  glez^ 
Ye  wild-whistling  blackbirds  in  yon  thorny  den. 
Thou  green-crested  lapwing,  thy  screaming  forbear; 
1  charge  you  disturb  not  my  Blumboring  fair. 

How  lofty,  aweet  Afton,  thy  neighboring  hills, 
Far  mark'd  by  the  courses  of  clear,  winding  rills ; 
There  daily  I  wander,  as  noon  rises  high, 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 

Hdw  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  valleys  below. 
Where  wild  in  the  woodlands  the  primroses  hlowj 
There,  oft  as  mild  evening  weeps  over  the  lea, 
The  sweet-scented  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  gently  it  glides, 
And  winda  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides  ; 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave, 
As,  gath'ring  sweet  flow'reta,  she  sterna  thy  clear  wa»a 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  Iftya: 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream ; 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 
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THE  SACRED  VOW. 
Tvm  —  "^Um  WaUr." 

Br  Allan  stream  I  chanc'd  to  rove. 
While  Pliabus  sank  below  Benleddi ;  • 

The  winds  were  whisp'ring  through  the  grore, 
The  yellow  corn  was  waving  ready; 

I  litften'd  to  a  lover's  sang, 

And  thought  on  youthfu'  pleaaurea  monioj 
And  ay  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang  — 

O,  dearly  do  I  love  thee,  Annie  1 

O,  h  y  be  the  woodbine  bow'r, 
Nae  nightly  bogle  make  it  eerie; 

Nor  ever  sorrow  etain  the  hour, 

The  place  and  time  I  met  my  dearie  ! 

Her  head  upon  niy  throbbing  breast. 
She,  sinking,  said,  "I'm  thine  for  ever!" 

While  monie  a  hiss  the  seal  imprest. 
The  sacred  vow  we  ne'er  should  sever 

The  haunt  o'  Spring's  the  primrose  brae. 
The  Summer  joys  the  flocks  to  follow ; 

How  cheery,  through  her  short'ning  day. 
Is  Autumn  in  her  weeds  o'  yellow: 
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But  can  they  melt  the  glowing  heart, 
Or  chiiin  the  soul  in  speechleaa  pleasuM, 

Or  tliro'  each  nerve  the  rapture  (iart. 
Like  meeting  her,  our  bosom's  tieaaure  ? 


THE  RIGS  O'  BARLEY 

Tone  —  "  Com  rigs  are  bonte." 


It  was  upon  a  La 

mmas  night. 

When  corn  rigs 

are  boiiie, 

Beneiitii  the  moon 

s  unclouded  light, 

I  held  awa  to  Annie: 

The  time  flew  by 

tentless  heed, 

Tiil  'tween  the 

ate  and  early, 

Wi'  sma'  pexBuaai 

n  she  agreed 

To  see  me  tliruugh  the  barley. 

The  6ky  was  blue 

the  wind  was  ati 

The  moon  was 

shining  clearly; 

I  sat  her  down  w 

'  right  good  wU!, 

Amang  the  rigs 

o'  barley: 

I  kent  her  heart 

vas  a'  mv  ain; 

I  lov'd  her  moat  sincerely; 

]  kiss'd  her  owre 

and  owre  again. 

Amang  the  rigs 

tf  barley ! 

I  lock'd  her  in  my  fond  embrace ; 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely ; 
Hy  blessings  on  that  happy  place 

Amang  tlie  rigs  o'  barley! 
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But,  by  the  moon  and  Btars  so  briglit, 
That  Bhone  that  hour  bo  clearly; 

She  ay  shall  bless  that  happy  night, 
Among  the  riga  o'  barley ! 

J  hae  been  blithe  wi'  comrades  deu* 

I  hae  been  raerry  drinkin' ; 
I  hae  been  joyfu'  g^th'rin'  gear ; 

I  hae  been  liappy  thinkin' : 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw, 

Tho'  three  times  doubled  fairly, 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a', 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley ! 


Com  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs, 

Corn  rigs  are  bonie ; 
111  ne'er  forget  that  happy  night, 

Amang  the  rigs  wi'  Annie. 


TIIE  LEA-RIG. 

When,  o'er  the  hill,  the  eastern  star 

Tells  bughtin-time  is  near,  my  jo; 
And  owsen  frae  the  furrow'd  field, 

Return  sae  dowf  and  weary,  O ; 
Down  by  the  burn,  where  scented  birka 

Wi'  dew  are  hanging  clear,  my  jo, 
ril  meet  thee  oa  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  0 
3C* 
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In  mirkost  glen,  at  miilniglit  hour, 

I'd  rove,  and  ne'er  be  eerie,  O, 
If  tliro'  tliat  glen  I  gaed  to  lliee, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 
Altho'  the  night  were  ne'er  s»e  wild, 

And  I  were  ne'er  sae  wearie,  O, 
I'd  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  nin  kind  dearie,  O. 


The  hunter  lo'ea  the  morning  aun, 

To  rouse  llie  mountain  deer,  my  jo} 
At  noon  the  fisher  seeka  the  glen, 

Along  the  bum  to  ateer,  my  jo; 
Give  me  tlie  hour  o'  gloamin'  gray. 

It  maka  my  heart  sae  cheerie,  O, 
To  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 


THE  LASS  OP  BALLOCIIMYLE. 

"TwAS  ev'n  —  the  dewy  fielcia  were  greci^ 

On  ev'ry  blade  the  pearls  hang; 
The  zephyr  wanton'd  round  the  bean, 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  alangi 
In  ev'ry  glen  tlie  mavis  aang. 

All  nature  list'ning  seem'd  the  while, 
Except  where  greenwood  echoes  rang, 

Amang  the  hraes  o'  Ballochinyle^ 
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With  careless  step  1  onward  stray'dt 

My  heart  rejotc'J  in  nawire'a  joy. 
When  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  chanc'd  to  spy; 
Her  look  was  like  the  nioniing's  eye, 

Iler  air  like  Nature's  vernal  smile, 
PcrfoLlLon  whisper'd,  pasmng  by, 

"Beliold  the  lass  o'  BdUochmyle!" 

Fair  IS  the  mom  m  flon'rv  Miy, 

And  sneet  is  ni^lit  m  Autumn  mild, 
When  roving  thro'  the  girden  gay, 

Or  «»nd'nng  in  the  lonely  wild: 
But  Woman,  Nature's  darlmff  child! 

There  ail  her  charms  she  does  compihrf 
Ev'n  there  her  othi"r  Horlfa  are  foLl'd, 

By  the  bonie  lass  o'  BsUochmyls. 

O,  had  she  been  a  country  maid, 

And  I  the  happy  country  snain, 
Tho'  shelter'd  m  tlie  lowest  shed 

Tiiat  ever  rose  in  Scotland's  plaini 
Thro"  weary  winter'a  wind  and  rain, 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil, 
And  nightly  (o  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle ! 

Then  pride  might  climb  ihe  slipp'ry  steep 

Where  fame  and  honors  lofty  shine ; 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep 

Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  mine; 
Give  me  the  cot  be.ow  the  pine. 

To  tend  the  flocks,  or  till  tlie  soil, 
And  ev'ry  day  have  joys  divine, 

Wi'  the  bonie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 
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BONIE  LESLEY. 

O  iAW  ye  banie  Lesley, 

Ab  she  gaed  o'er  the  bordw? 

She's  gane,  like  Alexander, 

To  spread  her  conqueala  faithsK 

To  Bee  her  ia  to  lore  her, 
And  love  but  her  for  ever; 

For  Nalace  made  her  what  she  ia. 
And  ne'er  made  sie  anither  1 

Thou  art  a  queen,  fair  Lesley, 
Thy  subjects  we,  before  thee ; 

Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesley, 
The  hearts  o*  men  adore  thee. 

The  Deil  he  could  na  scaith  thee, 
Or  aught  that  wad  belang  thee ; 

Be'd  look  into  thy  bonie  face. 
And  say,  "I  canna  wrang  thee.** 

The  Pow'rs  aboon  will  tent  thee; 

Misfortune  sha'  na  steer  thee; 
Thou'rt  like  themselves,  sao  lovely. 

That  ill  they'll  ne'er  let  near  the«^ 

Return  again,  fair  Lesley, 

Return  to  Caledonie! 
That  we  may  brag  we  hae  a  laaa 

There's  nane  again  sae  bonie. 
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BONIE  ,EAN. 

Thehk  was  a  lasa,  anil  she  was  ( 
At  kirk  and  market  to  be  seen ; 

When  a'  t!ie  fairest  iiiaiila  ivcre  n 
Tlie  fairest  maid  was  boiiie  Jea 


And  ay  she  wrought  lier  n 
And  af  she  saug  sae  iiierriliej 

The  bliiliest  bird  upon  the  busti 
Had  ne'er  a  ligliter  heart  than  she. 

But  hiiwks  will  rob  the  teHiier  joya 
That  bless  the  little  Ijiitwhile's  nest; 

And  frost  will  blij;ht  tbe  fairest  flowers, 
And  love  will  break  the  soundest  reat 

Young  Robie  waa  tlie  brawest  lad, 
Tiie  llow'f  and  pride  of  a'  the  gienj 

And  he  hod  owsen,  sheep,  and  kye, 
And  wanton  nagies  lune  or  ten. 

He  gaed  wj'  Jeanie  to  the  tryste, 
Ha  danc'd  wi'  Jeanie  on  the  down; 

And,  lang  ere  wttless  "Jeanie  wist. 

Her  heart  was  tint,  her  peace  was  slom 

Ab,  in  the  bosom  o'  the  stream, 

The  moonbeam  dwells  at  dewy  e'eo, 

So,  trembling,  pure,  we5  tender  love, 
W'tiiin  the  breast  o'  bouie  Jean, 
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And  now  she  n'Orka  her  maraDiie's  wuk, 
And  ay  she  aigba  wi'  care  and  pain ; 

Tet  wist  ne  w.iat  her  ail  might  be. 
Or  wiiat  wad  niaiie  her  weel  again. 

But  did  na  Jeanie'a  heart  loiip  light, 
And  did  na  joy  blink  in  her  e'e, 

As  Robie  tauld  a  tale  o'  love, 
An  e'enin',  on  the  lily  lea  ? 

The  sun  waa  sinking  in  the  west, 
The  birds  sang  sweet  in  ilka  grove; 

His  cheek  to  hers  he  fondly  prest 
And  whisper'd  thus  his  tale  o'  lord: 

O  Jeanie  fair!  1  lo'e  thee  dear; 

O  canst  thou  think  to  fancy  me? 
Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  maminie'a  cot, 

And  learn  to  tent  the  forms  wi'  me? 

At  bam  or  byre  thou  shalt  na  drudge. 
Or  naething  else  to  trouble  thee ; 

But  stray  amang  the  healher-bells. 
And  tent  the  waving  corn  wi'  me 

Now  what  could  artless  Jenny  do? 

She  had  na  will  to  say  him  na 
At  length  she  blush  d  a  sweet  consent, 

And  love  was  ay  between  them  twib. 
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DAINTY  DAVIK. 

Now  Tosy  May  cornea  in  v/V  flowen, 
To  deck  her  gay,  gceen-spreading  bowen| 
And  now  comes  in  my  happy  hours, 
To  wander  wi'  my  Davie. 


Meet  me  on  the  warlock  hnoire, 
Dainty  Davie,  jainty  Davie ; 

There  ni  spend  the  day  wi'  yoo, 
My  ain  dear  dainty  Dacie. 

Tlie  crystal  waters  round  ua  fa, 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a'i 
The  scented  breezes  round  ua  biftw, 
A-wandering  wi'  my  Davie. 
Meet  me,  &c. 

When  purple  morning  atarts  the  iai% 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare, 
Then  thro'  the  dews  I  will  repair. 
To  meet  my  faithfu'  Davie. 
Meet  me,  iic. 

When  day,  eitpu'ing  in  the  west, 
The  curtain  draws  o'  Nature'a  rest, 
I  flee  to  his  arms  I  lo'e  best, 

And  that's  my  ain  dear  Davifl. 
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Meet  me  on  Uie  warlock  knowe, 
Ikiiiie  Davie,  dainty  Davie, 

There  ni  spend  tlie  Aay  wi'  yoo, 
Aly  ain  dear  dainty  Davie. 


TO  JEANIE. 
AiH  —  "Cavid  Kail." 

CoHX,  let  me  Inke  thee  to  my  bresst, 
And  pledge  we  ne'er  shall  eundet; 

And  I  shall  Bpurn,  aa  vilest  du.it. 
The  warld's  wealth  and  grandeur. 

And  do  I  hear  my  Jeanie  own, 
That  equal  tranaports  move  her? 

I  ask  for  dearest  life,  alone, 
That  I  may  live  lo  love  her. 

Thus  in  my  arms,  wi'  all  thy  chamii, 
i  claap  my  countless  treaaure; 

Fll  seek  nae  mair  o'  heaven  to  ihara 
Than  aic  a  moincnt's  pleasure: 

And  by  thy  eon,  sae  honie  bine, 
i  aweai  I'm  thine  for  ever; 

And  Ml  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow. 
And  break  it  ehail  1  nover. 
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CLOUDEN  KNOWEa 
TuM  — "  Co!  the  Yoieea  to  Oie  km 


Ca'  the  yowea  to  Ihe  knowes, 
Ca'  them  wliare  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  whnre  the  burnie  rows, 
My  bonie  dearie. 

Hark,  the  mavis'  evening  Bang, 
Sounding  Clouden's  woods  Bmtui|[; 
Then  a-faulding  let  ua  gang, 
My  bonie  dearie. 

Ca'  the,  &c 

Well  gae  down  by  Clouden  side. 

Thro'  the  hazels  spreading  wide, 

O'er  the  waves  that  sweetly  glide 

To  the  moon  sae  clearly, 

Ca'  the,  &c 

Yonder  Clouden's  silent  tow'rs, 
Where  at  moonshine  midnight  honn^ 
O'er  the  dewy  bending  flowers, 
Fairies  dance  eie  cheery. 
Ca'  tlie,  &c. 


r  bogle  shalt  thou  fear; 
)  love  and  heaven  sae  dear, 
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Nocht  of  ill  may  come  tliee  near 
My  boiiie  dearie. 

Ca'  the,  iic. 

Fair  aD<l  lovely  as  thou  ert. 
Thou  liast  Btown  my  very  heart; 
I  can  die  —  but  cnnna  pait. 
My  bonie  dearie. 

Cft'  the,  aic 


LOVELY  NANCY. 
Torre  — "Tfe  quakei'a  RT/i." 

Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  fair. 
Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy  ; 

Ev'ry  pulse  along  my  veins, 
Ev'ry  roving-  fancy. 

To  thy  bosom  lay  my  heart, 
There  to  tliroh  and  languish; 

Thn'  despair  had  wrung'  its  core, 
That  would  heal  its  anguish. 

Take  away  those  rosy  iips. 
Rich  with  balmy  treasure; 

Turn  away  thine  eyes  of  love, 
Lest  I  die  with  pleaBuro, 

What  is  life  when  wanting  lovo 
Night  without  a  morning: 

Love's  the  cloudless  summer  sky 
Nature's  gay  adominjr. 
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TO  CHLORIS. 
Tpwe—  "jVw  lodging  U  on  the  Md  grvufuL* 

Mt  Chloria,  mark  how  green  the  grovea 
The  priiiiroae-banliB,  how  fair! 

The  balmy  gales  awake  the  flowers, 
And  wave  thy  flaxen  hair. 

The  lav'rock  shuna  the  palace  gay, 

And  o'er  the  cottage  sings; 
For  nature  Einiles  as  sweet,  I  ween, 

To  shepherds  as  to  kings. 

Let  minstrels  sweep  the  skilfu'  string 

In  lorJIy  lighted  lia' ; 
The  shepherd  stops  his  simple  reed. 

Blithe,  in  the  birken  shaw. 

The  princely  revel  may  survey 

Our  rustic  dance  wi'  scorn; 
But  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  oura, 

Bwieath  the  milk-white  thorn? 

The  shepherd,  in  the  flowery  glen, 
In  shepherd's  phrase  will  woo; 

The  courtier  tells  a  finer  tale, 
But  is  his  heart  as  true  ? 

These  wild-wood  flowers,  Fve  pu'd,  to  deck 
That  spotless  breast  o'  thine; 

The  courtier's  gems  may  witnesB  love  — 
But  tis  m  love  like  mine. 
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SORBS'S    FOEBia 


LASSIE  VfV  THE  LINT  WHITE  LCCK* 
Tune  —  "  Rothemurche's  Rant." 

Lassie  wi'  the  llntwhite  locks, 

Bonie  lassie,  arllesa  lassie, 
Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  tlie  floclu, 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie,  O  ? 

Now  nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea. 
And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  like  thee 
O  wilt  thou  sliMe  its  joys  wi'  me, 
And  say  thou'lt  be  my  dearie  0( 
Lassie,  &.c. 

And  when  the  welcome  simmer  shows 

Has  checr'd  ilk  drooping  little  flower, 

We'll  to  the  brcatliing  woodbine  bowo- 

At  Bullry  noon,  my  dearie,  O. 

Lassie,  &c. 

When  Cynthia  lights,  wi'  silver  ray, 
The  weary  shearer's  hameward  way; 
Tliro'  yellow  waving  fields  well  straj 
And  talk  o'  love,  my  dearie,  0. 
Lassie,  &.c. 

And  when  the  howling  wintry  blast 
Disturbs  my  lassie's  midnight  rest, 
Enclasped  to  my  fsithlu'  breast, 

111  comfort  thee,  my  deirie,  O 
I^iasie,  &c. 
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CHLORIS. 

O  BONIE  was  yon  roBy  brier, 

That  blooms  eae  fa.r  frac  haunts  o'  man) 
And  boiiie  she,  and  ah,  how  dear! 

It  shaded  fiae  the  e'eiiin'  sun. 

Yon  rose-buds  in  the  morning  dew, 

How  pure  amang  tlie  leaves  sae  green  1 

But  purer  was  the  lover's  vow 

They  witness'd  in  their  shade  yestiees. 

AH  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower, 
That  crimson  rose  how  sivect  and  fair! 

But  love  is  far  a  sweeter  flower, 
Amid  life's  thorny  path  o'  care. 

The  pathless  wild,  and  wimpiing  bum, 
Wi'  Ciiloris  in  my  arms,  be  mine; 

And  I  ihe  world,  nor  wish,  nor  scorns 
lis  joys  and  griefs  alike  resign. 


THE  ROSE-BUD. 

A  BOSE-BUD  by  my  early  walk, 
Adown  a  corn-enoiosed  hawk, 
Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk, 
All  on  a  dewy  morning. 
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Ere  twice  the  shades  o'  dawn  are  fled, 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread, 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head, 
It  scents  the  eariy  moraing. 

Within  tl:e  bush,  her  covert  nest, 
A  little  linnet  fondly  prest; 
The  dew  sat  chilly  on  her  breast 
Sae  early  in  the  morning'. 

She  soon  shall  see  her  tender  brood. 
The  pride,  the  pleasure  o'  the  wood, 
Amans:  the  fresh  green  leaves  bedew'd, 
Awake  the  early  morning-. 

So  thou,  dear  bird,  young  Jenny  fair, 
On  trembling  string  or  vocal  air, 
Shall  sweetly  pay  the  tender  cnre 
That  tents  t!iy  early  morning. 

So  thou,  sweet  rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 
Shall  beauteous  blaze  upon  the  day. 
And  blesB  the  parent's  evening  ray 
That  watch'd  thy  early  morning. 


THE  BIRKS  OP  ABERFELDY. 


fioiriE  lassie,  will  ye  go,  will  ye  go,  will  ye  go, 
Bo&ie  Itisate,  will  ye  go  te  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy? 
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BURSS'S  POEM*. 

Now  Himmer  blinks  on  flow'ry  braes. 
Anil  o'er  the  crystal  streamlet  plays, 
Coiue,  let  us  apend  the  lightaome  days 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy, 

Bouie  iaasie,  &c. 

While  o'er  their  heads  the  hazels  hlng. 
The  little  birdies  blithely  sinj, 
Or  lightly  flit,  on  wanton  wing, 
In  the  birks  of  Abcrfehly. 

Bonie  lassie,  &c 

The  braes  ascend  like  lofty  wa's. 
The  foaming'  stream  deep-roaring  fa's, 
O'erhung  wi'  fragrant,  spreading  shaws, 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  hoary  cliffs  are  crown'd  wi'  flow'rs, 
While  o'er  the  linns  the  bumie  pours, 
And,  rising,  weels,  wi'  misty  show'rs, 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

Let  Fortune's  gifts  at  random  flee. 
They  ne'er  shnll  draw  a  wish  frae  me, 
Supremely  blest  wi'  love  and  thee. 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Qonie  lassie,  &o 
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Tins  IS  NO  MY  AIN  LASSIR 
Tube  —  "  This  is  no  my  ain  Hotue." 


Fair  tlio'  the  loasie  be; 

O  weel  ken  I  my  ain  ksaio, 

Kind  lovo  is  in  hot  e'e. 

1  see  a  form,  I  see  a  face. 
Ye  weel  may  wi'  the  fairest  place-, 
It  wants,  to  me,  the  witcliing  grace, 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 
0  this,  Slc. 

She's  bonie,  blooming,  straight  and  tall, 
And  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall; 
And  ay  it  charms  ray  very  eau!. 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 
O  this,  &c. 

A  thief  sae  pawkie  is  my  Joan, 
To  steal  a  blink  by  a'  unseen; 
But  gleg  as  light  are  lovers'  een, 
When  kind  love  ia  in  the  e'e. 
0  this,  &,c. 

It  may  escape  the  courtly  sparks, 
It  loay  escape  the  learned  clerks ; 
But  weel  the  watching  lover  marks 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 
O  this,  &c. 
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CONSTANCY. 

Tcire—  "M'l  love  is  lost  to  ?»«." 

O,  w  I       P     aB        hill 
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Though  I  were  doom'd  to  wander  on, 
Beyond  the  aea,  beyond  the  sun, 
Till  my  last  weary  sand  was  run ; 
Till  then  — and  then  I  love  thee. 


PEGGY'S  CHARMa 
TosE  —  "JV.   Gouj'*  iomCTitafton /or  J&ercairny!' 

WHEaE  braving  angry  winter's  atorms, 

The  lofty  Ochels  rise, 
Far  in  their  shade  my  Peggy's  charms, 

First  blest  my  wondering  eyea ; 
As  one  who  by  aome  aavage  slieam, 

A  lonely  gem  surveys, 
Astciniah'd,  doubly  marks  its  beam, 

Willi  art's  moat  polish'd  blaze. 

Blest  be  the  wild  sequesterM  shade. 

And  blest  tlie  day  and  bout, 
Where  Peggy's  charms  I  first  survey'd) 

When  first  I  felt  their  power! 
The  tyrant  Death,  with  grim  control, 

May  seize  my  fleeting  breath ; 
But  tearing  Peggy  from  my  soul 

Must  be  a  stronger  death 
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TuwE  — "  Here's  a  lieaUK  to  (ft«n  IhaPs  aica,  Mney." 


Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear, 

Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear ; 

Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers  inee^ 

And  soft  as  their  parting  tear — Jessy! 

Altho'  thou  maun  never  be  mine, 

Altho'  even  hope  ia  denied  ; 
Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing', 

Than  aught  in  the  world  beside  —  Jessy! 
Here's  &.c. 

I  mourn  thro'  the  gay,  gaady  day, 
As  hopeless  I  muse  on  thy  charms ; 

But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumber. 
For  then  I  am  lock'd  in  thy  arms  —  Jessy. 
Here's    &c. 

I  giiess  by  the  dear  angel  smile, 

1  guess  by  the  love-rolling  e'e; 
But  why  urge  the  tender  confession, 

■Gainst  fortune's  fell,  cruel  decree  —  Jewj. 
Here's  &C. 
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THE  BLUE-EYED  LASSIE. 

I  OAED  a  waefu'  gate,  yestreen, 

A  gate,  I  fear.  Til  dearly  rue : 
I  gat  my  death  frac  twa  sweet  een, 

Twa  lovely  een  o'  bonis  blue. 
Twos  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright. 

Her  lips  like  roses  wat  wi'  dew. 
Her  heaving  tiosom,  lily  white : 

It  was  her  een  sae  bonie  blue. 

She  tttlk'd,  she  smil'd,  tny  heart  she  wyl'd, 

She  charm'd  my  soul,  I  wist  na  how ; 
And  ay  the  stonnd,  the  deadly  wound, 

Cam  frae  her  een  sae  bonie  blue. 
But  spare  to  speak,  and  spare  to  speed ; 

She'll  aiblins  listen  to  my  vow : 
Should  she  refuse.  III  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twa  een  sae  bonie  blue. 


WILT  THOU  BE  MY  DEARIE? 

Wilt  tliou  be  my  dearie  ? 

When  sorrow  wrin^  thy  gentle  heart, 
O  wilt  thou  let  me  cheer  thee  ? 

By  the  treasure  of  my  soul, 
And  that's  the  love  I  bear  thee! 
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1  swear  a   1     ow  th  t  only  thou 
SI   II  PVP    be      J    i  4nP 

Only  ttou,  I  s   ear  and  vow- 
Si  all  e  er  be      y   lear  e 

Libs  e    say  tho     lo  ea  me 

Or     f  thou       It  na  be  my  bid, 
Say     a  tho    It  refuse      e 

If   t  n  nna    ca     a  be 
Thou  for  tl  ne  n  ay  chooae  me, 

Let  me,  lass  e    q    ckly  d  e. 
Trust  nc  that  thou  lo  ea  me 

Lasa  p    let      e  q    cklj   d  e 
TruDtrng  that  tt    u  lo  ea  me 


THE  BLISSFUL  DAY. 
Tnsi.  ~  "  Seventh  of  Mivember." 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns, 

The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet, 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd, 

Ne'er  summer  sun  was  half  aae  sweet 
Than  a'  the  pride  tliat  loads  the  tide, 

And  crosses  o'er  the  aultry  line  ; 
Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globea. 

Heaven  gave  me  more — it  made  thee  niintt 


While  day  and  night  can  bring'  delight. 
Or  nature  aught  of  pleasure  give; 

"iVhile  joj's  above,  mj  mind  can  move, 
For  thee,  and  thee  alone,  I  live! 
38 
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When  that  grim  foe  of  life  below 
Comes  in  between  to  make  us  part; 

The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band. 
It  breaks  my  1>liss  —  it  breaks  my  heart 


LOVELY  JEAN 
FrNE — "Miss  Admiral  Gordon's  Stralhfptg.'' 

Or  a'  tlie  airta  the  wind  can  bSaw, 

I  dearly  hke  the  west, 
For  there  the  borne  lassie  lives, 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  liest, 
Ther"  wild  woods  grow,  and  rivera  row, 

And  moni'-  a  lull  betneen; 
But,  day  and  night,  my  fancy's  flight 

I  see  her  in  the  deny  flowers, 

I  Hce  her  swpet  and  fair , 
I  hoar  h"r  in  the  tunetu'  birds, 

I  hear  her  charm  tlie  air  ■ 
There's  not  a  borne  flower  that  eprings 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green ; 
There's  not  a  boDiP  bird  that  sioga, 

But  mmds  me  ii'  my  Jeaik 
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LUCV. 

O^  WAT  ye  wha's  in  yon  town, 
Ye  see  tho  e'enin'  sun  upon  ? 

The  fairest  dame  is  in  yon  town, 
The  e'enin'  sun  ia  shining  on. 

Now  haply  down  yon  gay,  green  shaw, 
She  wandera  liy  yon  spreading  tree ! 

How  blest  ye  flow'rs  that  round.her  blaw^ 
Ye  catch  the  glances  o'  her  e'e. 

IIow  blest  ye  birds  that  round  her  sing, 
And  welcome  in  the  blooming  year; 

And  doubly  welcome  be  the  spring. 
The  season  to  my  Lucy  dear. 

The  sun  blinks  blithe  on  yon  town, 
And  on  yon  honie  braea  of  Ayr; 

But  my  delight  in  yon  town. 
And  deorest  blisK,  is  Lucy  fair. 

Without  my  love,  not  a'  the  charms 
O'  Paradise  could  yield  me  joy, 

But  gie.me  Lucy  in  my  anna, 
And  welcome  Lapland's  dreary  skj ! 

My  cave  wad  be  a  lover's  bow'r, 
Tho'  raging  winter  rent  the  air; 

And  ehe  a  lovely  little  flow'r. 
That  I  wad  tert  and  shelter  them. 
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Yon  sinking  sun's  gaen  down  nponj 
A  fairer  than  is  in  yon  town, 

His  setting  beams  ne'er  shone  npoa. 

If  pjigry  fate  is  sworn  my  foe, 

And  suffenng  I  am  dooiTi'd  to  bear, 

I  careleea  quit  all  else  below, 

But  spare  rae,  spare  mo,  Lucy  dew 

For  while  life's  (lowest  blood  is  warm, 
Ao  thought  frae  her  shall  ne'er  depart, 

And  she-^aa  fairest  is  her  form, 
S)ie  has  the  truest,  kindest  heart 


BLITHE  PIIEMIE 


Blithe,  blitlie  and  jnerry  was  Bb», 
Blithe  by  the  banks  of  Em; 

And  blithe  was  she  but  an'  ben. 
And  blithe  in  Glenturit  glea 

By  Oujrhterlyre  grows  the  aifc, 

On  Yarrow  banks  the  birken  shair 

But  Phemie  was  a  bonier  lasa 
Than  braes  o'  Yarrow  ever  saw 
Blilhe,  &c. 
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Her  looks  were  like  a  flower  in  May, 
Her  smile  waa  like  a  simmer  mom ; 

She  tripped  by  the  banka  of  Em, 
Aa  light's  a  bird  upon  a  Ihom, 
Blithe,  &.C. 

Her  bonie  face  it  was  as  meek 

Aa  onie  lumb  upon  a  lea ; 
The  evening  aun  waa  ne'er  sae  sweet, 

As  was  the  blink  o'  Pheraie's  e'e, 
Blitlie,  &c. 

The  Highland  hills  I've  wander'd  wide, 
And  o'er  the  Lowlands  I  hae  been ; 

But  Phemie  was  the  blithest  lass 
That  ever  trod  the  dewy  green. 
Blithe,  &0. 


CHARMING  NANNIE. 

Bebind  yon  hilla  where  Lugar  flows, 
'Mang  moors  and  mosses  many,  O, 

The  wintry  sun  the  day  his  clos'd. 
And  I'll  awa  to  Nannie,  O. 


The  weatlin  wind  blaws  liiod  an'  ahrill ; 

The  night's  baith  murk  and  rainy,  9 
But  111  get  my  plaid,  an'  out  I'll  stea] 

An'  owre  the  hills  to  Nannie,  O. 
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My  Nannie's  charming,  sweet,  an'  yotingt 
Nae  artfu'  wilea  to  win  ye,  O ; 

May  ill  liefa'  t!ie  flattering  tongue 
That  wad  beguile  my  Nannie,  O. 

Her  fiice  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true, 
As  spotless  aa  ahe'a  bonie,  O ; 

The  op'iiiiig  gowan,  wet  wi'  dew 
Nae  purer  is  than  Nannie,  O. 

A  country  lad  is  my  degree, 

An'  few  there  be  !lmt  hen  me,  O ; 

But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be, 
I'm  welcome  ay  to  Nannie,  O 

My  riches  a'  's  my  penny-fee, 
An'  I  maun  guide  it  cannie,  0; 

But  warl's  gear  ne'er  trouble  me. 
My  thoughts  are  a'  my  Nannie,  O. 

Our  auld  guidman  delights  to  view 
His  sheep  an'  kye  thrive  bonie,  O ; 

But  I'm  as  blithe  that  hands  his  plough. 
An'  has  nae  care  but  Nannie,  O. 

Come  weal,  come  wo,  I  care  na  by, 
I'll  tak  what  heaven  will  sen',  me,  (j 

Nae  itlier  care  in  life  have  I, 
But  live  an'  love  my  Nannie,  O. 
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GREEN  GROW  TUB  RASUE3. 

A  FKAGMENT. 


Gbkeh  grow  the  rashes,  O ! 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O ! 
The  aweeleat  hours  that  e'er  I  spent, 

Are  spent  amang  tlie  laaaes,  O! 

There's  nought  but  care  on  ev'ry  hon', 
In  ev'ry  hour  that  piiasea,  O  ; 

Wliat  sigtiifios  the  iife  o'  man, 
An'  twere  na  for  tJie  laaaes,  O  ? 
Green  grow,  &.C. 

The  warly  race  may  riches  chase, 
An'  riches  still  may  fly  them,  O  ; 

An'  tho'  at  last  they  catch  them  faBt, 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  tlietn,  O. 
Green  groiv,  &c. 

But  gie  me  a  cannie  hour  at  e'en, 
Sly  arms  about  my  dearie,  O ; 

Ad'  warly  cares,  an'  warly  men. 
May  a'  gae  tapaalteerie,  O. 
Green  grow,  ic 

For  you  sae  douse,  ye  sneer  at  Ihii, 

Ye're  nougiit  but  senseless  asses,  O ; 
The  wisest  man  the  warl'  e'er  saw, 
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He  deerly  lov'd  the  lasses,  O. 
Green  grow,  &,c. 

Auld  Nature  swears  the  lovely  dean 
Her  noblest  work  she  classea,  O ; 

Her  'prentice  ban'  she  tried  on  man, 
An'  then  she  made  tlie  laaaes,  O. 
Green  grow,  &o. 


THE  HIGHLAND  LASSIE. 


N  VE  genile  dacnes,  tho'  e'l 
Shall  ever  be  my  Muse's  < 
Their  bJes  a'  are  empty  b 
Git.  n.e  my  tlighland  lassi 


Wiihin  ie  glen  sae  bushy,  O, 
Aboon  the  piain  sae  rushy,  O, 
I  set  me  down  »i'  right  good  will, 
To  sing  my  Kignland  lassie,  O, 

Oh,  were  yon  hill  and  vallies  mine, 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine! 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 
I  bear  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Within,  &c. 

But  fickle  fortune  frowns  on  me. 
And  I  maun  crosa  the  raging  aea; 
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But  wliile  the  crimson  currents  floir, 
I'll  love  ray  Highland  iMHie,  O. 

Witliin,  &.C. 

Aitho'  thro'  foreign  climes  I  range, 
I  know  her  heart  will  never  change ; 
For  her  bosom  burns  with  honor's  gltm 
My  faithful  Uiglilajid  lassie,  O. 

Witliin,  &c. 

For  her  I'll  dare  the  billows'  roar, 
For  her  I'll  trace  a  distant  shore. 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Within,  Slc 

She  has  my  heart,  she  hns  my  hand, 
By  aacred  truth  and  honor's  band; 
Till  tlie  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low 
I'm  tliine,  my  Hlghlund  lassie,  O. 

Farewell  the  glen  sae  bushy,  O 
Farewell  the  plain  sae  rusliy,  U . 
To  other  lands  I  now  must  go. 
To  sing  ray  Uighland  lassie,  O, 
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ANNA. 
TciiB  —  "  BanAs  qf  Bona.' 

Vbstbben  I  had  a  pint  o'  wine, 
A  place  wliere  body  saw  na; 

Yestreen  lay  on  tilis  breast  of  mina 
The  raven  loclis  of  Anna. 

The  hungry  Jew,  in  wildemesB, 

Rejoicing  o'er  his  manna, 
Waa  naething  to  my  honey  blisi 

Upon  tile  lips  of  Anna. 

Ye  monarclia,  take  tlie  cast  and  west, 

Frae  Indus  to  Savannali ; 
Gie  me  within  my  straining  graap 

The  melting  form  of  Anna. 

Then  I'll  despise  imperial  charms, 

An  empress  or  sultana ; 
While  dying  raptures,  in  her  anna, 

I  give  and  take  with  Anno. 

Awa,  thou  flaunting  god  of  day  . 

Awa,  thou  pale  Diana ! 
Ilk  star  gae  hide  thy  twinkling  ray 

When  I'm  to  meet  my  Anna. 

Come,  in  thy  raven  plumage,  Night! 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  withdraw  a''. 
And  bring  an  angel-pen  to  write 

My  transpoits  wi'  my  Annal 
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BOaWS'S    POEM 8. 


THE  SPlNNING-WHEEIi 

O         zE  y    P  wheel, 

0  1  y    ock      d     el; 

Fra    tap  t    ta  th  t    1    d  bien, 

Adhp  fil      d  teen 

111     t         il  d  d  apm 

Wh  1    1   gh  d  d    tl  -ar  Bin 

Blest  w  t  t,      d       11        d  meal  — 

0  1  y    P  bepl 

O     dk    1  at  d  th     b        es  t    t 

4.  d         t  b  1          )   tb    kt  t; 

Fb           t  d  b  k      d  h     tl  white 

^          tl     p    1  th  te, 

41k    to               tl      b   d  t, 
*.  d  1  tU    tl  1            11      re  t 

1             b   nk    k    dly        th  biel, 

Vh      bit     I            y    p  ng-wheel 

1  fty  th  h  t     w    1 

M  h  nsihdlft.; 

1  h  li  twh  t  th    haz  I  b  aea, 

>  i  ht  d  1    th  r"    1  y 

f  h  rad.  n„  U       1          h  y, 

Th  p  1-      h                 th    ley, 

fh  w  11  J  nk       m     d      V  shiet, 

A  m  t  m      p           wl   ek 
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O  wha  waci  leave  this  humble  state, 
For  a'  the  pride  of  a'  the  great? 
Amid  their  flaring,  idle  toys, 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dinaome  joys, 
Can  they  the  peace  and  pleasure  feel 
Of  Beaay  at  her  e pinning- wheel  ? 


THE  COUNTRY  LASSIE. 

In  simmer,  when  the  hay  was  mawn, 

And  com  wav'd  green  in  ilka  field. 
While  claver  blooms  wJiite  o'er  the  lea, 

And  roses  blaw  in  ilka  bielil ; 
Blithe  Bessie  in  the  milking  shiei, 

Says,  I'll  be  wed,  come  o't  what  wilj 
Out  spak  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild, 

O'  guid  advisement  coines  nae  ill. 

And  laasie,  ye're  but  young,  ye  kei ; 
Then  wait  a  wee,  and  cannie  wale, 

A  routhie  butt,  a  routhie  ben ; 
There's  Johnnie,  o'  the  Buskie  glen, 

Fu'  is  his  bam,  fu'  ia  his  byre ; 
Tak  this  frae  me,  my  bonie  hen. 

It's  plenty  beets  the  luiar's  fire. 

For  Johnnie,  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

I  dinna  care  a  single  flie ; 
He  lo'ea  aae  weel  hia  crapa  and  kye, 

He  has  no  luve  to  spare  for  me 
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But  blithc's  tlie  b'.ink  o'  Robie's  e'e, 
And  weel  I  wat  lie  lo'es  mo  dear; 

Ae  blink  o'  him  I  iva<l  nae  gie 
For  Buskio-gien  and  a'  liis  gear. 

O  thoughtloaa  lassie!   life's  a  faught; 

The  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  aair; 
But  ay  fu'  han't  is  fechtin  best, 

A  hungry  care's  an  unco  cnre : 
But  some  will  spend,  and  some  will  spare, 

An'  willfu'  folk  maun  hae  their  will  5 
Syne  ns  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair, 

Keep  mitid  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yill. 

0,  gear  will  buy  me  rigs  o'  land, 

Anil  gear  n-ill  buy  me  sheep  and  kye 
But  the  tender  heart  0'  leasome  love 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy; 
We  may  be  poor  — Robie  and  I, 

Light  is  the  burden  love  lays  on; 
Content  and  luve  brings  peace  and  joy  — 

What  mair  hae  queens  upon  a  throne? 


Mt  h    rl  b     k        d       T  tlie, 

To  an        tl  a  p 

But  wh  t  n  11  I  d    w    T       Glen? 
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I'm  thinking,  wi'  sic  a  braw  fellow, 
In  poortith  I  might  make  a  fen'; 

What  care  I  in  riches  to  wallow, 
If  I  maun  marry  Tam  Glen? 

There's  Lowrie,  the  laird  o'  Drumeller, 
"Guid  day  to  you,  brute,"  he  cornea  bel 

He  brags  an'  he  blaw  o'  his  siller, 
But  when  will  he  dance  like  Tam  Glen 

My  minnie  does  constantly  deave  me. 
And  bids  me  beware  o'  young  men; 

They  flatter,  she  aays,  to  deceive  me  ; 
But  wha  can  think  sae  o'  Tam  Glen? 

My  daddie  says,  gin  I'll  forsake  him. 
Hell  gie  me  guid  hunder  marks  ten  j 

But  if  it's  ordain'd  I  maun  tak  him, 
O  wha  will  I  get  but  Tam  Glen? 

Vestreen,  at  the  Valentine's  dealing, 
My  heart  to  my  mou  gied  ft  sten ; 

For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  failing. 
And  thrice  it  was  written  Tatn  Glen. 

The  last  Halloween  I  was  waukin 
My  droukit  eark-sleeve,  as  ye  ken ; 

His  likeness  cam  up  the  house  staukin, 
In  the  very  gray  breeks  o'  Tam  Glen 

Some  counsel,  dear  Tittie,  don't  tarry; 

I'll  gie  ye  my  bonie  black  hen, 
Gif  ye  will  advwe  me  to  marry 

The  lad  I  lo'e  dearly  Tam  Glen 
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SOMEBODV. 

Ht  heart  ia  sair,  I  dare  na  tell, 
My  heart  is  sair  for  aomebody 
I  could  wake  a  winter  night, 
For  the  saJte  o'  somebody 
O-hon!  for  somebody! 
0-hey !  for  somebody ! 
I  could  range  the  world  around, 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody. 

Ye  powers  that  smile  on  virtuous  lov 


And        d  m 

y 

lebody. 

01  h        f 

b  dy 

01  h  y    i 

b    Iv 

I  wad  d   —    h  t 

d  I 

s  — 

Po    th    eak        BO 

bdy 

0  WHISTLE,  &c. 


;,  and  Fll  come  to  ynu,  ray  lad ; 
O   whistle,  and  I'll  come  tu  you,  my  kd  ; 
Tlio'  father,  ajid  imther,  and  a'  should  go  m 
O  whistle,  and  I'll  oomo  to  you,  my  kd. 
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But     anij 

tent      1  fn  ye  come  !o  court  me, 

A  d  CO   e 

na  u  1  sa  the  back-yett  be  a-jee ; 

Syne     p  tl 

e  back  St  le,  and  let  nocboily  see, 

An  1  comP 

as  ye  were  na  comin'  to  me. 

A  d  CO    e 

&.C 

0  whistle,  &o. 

At  kirk,  or 

at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  me, 

Gnng  by  n. 

e  as  tho'  tliat  ye  car'd  na  a  (lie: 

But  steal  ir 

e  a  bhnk  o'  your  bonie  black  c'e, 

Yet  look  aa 

ye  were  na  lookin'  at  me. 

Yet  look,  &c. 

O  whistle,  &c. 

Ay 

p    t    t  t!  t  J                  f     me 

A   i     Ijl 

y         y  1    1  !y      y  b        y         e( 

B  t         t 

tl        th     J  k       y     1- 

F     f      th 

t    h        yl    y        fat   y  f       m 

i      fea    & 

O  whistle,  &.C 

ANE-AN»-T\VENTY. 

Tusv  —  "7Vu  MoudkwoTV 


An'  0  for  ane-and -twenty,  Tarn '. 

An'  hey,  sweet  atie-aud- twenty,  Tam! 
PI!  leani  my  kin  a  rattiin'  san^. 

An'  I  saw  ane-and- twenty,  Tam ' 
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BDRSa's   POEMS. 

m 

They    nool          ai     and  ha  d  m    d 
And  g      m    look  1  k     bl     t       T 

But  thr       h  rt  J             li    oo       h    1     un' 
And  th                           d  t       ty   T 

^    0  &c. 

A  gieib  o'  Ian',  a  claut  o'  gear, 
Wafl  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam ' 

At  kith  or  kill  I  need  ni  spier. 
An'  I  aaw  ane-and-twenty,  Tara. 

An'  0,  &c 

They'll  hie  me  wed  a  wealthy  coof, 
Tho'  I  mysel'  hao  plenty,  Tam! 

But  hear'st  tliou,  laddie,  there's  my  loof, 
I'm  thine  at  ane-and-twentj,  Tarn, 

An'  O,  &c 


THE  YOUNG  LASSIE. 
What  can  a  young  lassie,  ivhat  shall  a  young  lat 
What  can  a  young  lassie  do  wi'  an  auld  man  ? 
Bad  luck  on  the  pennie  that  tempted  my  minnie 
To  sell  her  poor  Jennie  for  siller  an'  Ian'' 
Bad  luck  on  the  penny,  &c. 

He's  always  compleenin'  ftae  mornin'  to  e'enin' 
He  hosts  and  he  hirplca  the  weary  day  ]ang  \ 

He's  doyit  and  he's  doiin',  his  bluid  it  is  frozen. 
O  dreaiy'a  the  night  wi'  a  crazy  auld  man' 
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462  fitrtins>  poFv- 

H    h  nl  I     1     1  w  1     f  t       I  h        k  r» 

I  pi        1        1         I  t  I 

H       pe  h      (1  j     I        of       th    y           f  II      b 

()  d  on    1  e  d  y  I       t                 Id       n 

Mj      1(1  nt     K  t       p      T71    t  h    p  ty 

1 11   I  y      1           t    !  II       1      pi 

ril      OB  h  m  and  wn  k  I  m         111      rt  b      k  1    u, 

Adthnh  11  b         wilby             nwpn. 


THE  MERCENARY  LOVER. 

Tune  —  "BadWmona  Ora." 

Aw»  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  beauty's  ainnna, 
The  slender  bit  beauty  you  grasp  in  your  arrae 
O  gie  me  iJie  lass  that  liaa  acres  o'  cliarriis, 
O  gie  me  the  luas  wi'  the  weol-slockit  farms. 


Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher,  then  hey  fof  a  ioM 

wi'  a  tocher. 
Then  hey  for   a    lass  wi'   a   tocher  —  the  nice  ye3cw 

guineas  fbr  me. 

Your  beauty's  a  flower,  in  the  morning  that  blows, 
And  withers  the  faster,  the  faster    t  gro  va 
But  the  rapturous  charm  o   tl  e  bon  p  green  kiiow^w, 
Ilk  Bjnng  they're  new  deck  t  w    hon  e     I  to  /owes, 
T)  en  hpj     Ic 
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BCRXS'S    POEMS 


And  e'en  nnen  this  beauty  \nir  biHnn  has  blest, 
The  bnjlue^t  o   b  amy  may  cloy  ivheti  pisscpl! 
Bill  tlie  8  veet  yelloT  darlings  wi'  (icorlio  irii|irRat| 
TIb)  larger  ye  hae  them   tlie  miir  tlnj're  csrual. 
Thai  hey    &c 


MEG  O'  THE  MILL. 

Am  —  "  O  bonie  liis),  will  you  lie  in  a  hamdLl" 

O  KT»  ye  wint  Mpg  o'  the  Mill  hla  gotten  ' 
An'  ken  ye  «hit  Me^  o'  tlie  Mill  'las  gotten? 
She  lidB  gotten  a  coof  wi'  a  claut  o'  ailter, 
And  broken  tlie  heJrt  o'  tiie  barley  Miller, 

The  Miller  was  Btnppan   the  Miller  was  niildy' 
A  heart  like  a  lord,  and  i  hue  iike  a  lady , 
The  laird  was  a  widdiefii'  bleerit  knurl, 
She's  l(rfl  the  guid  fellon,  and  taen  tlie  churl. 

The  Miller  he  liecht  her  a  heart  lea!  and  loving. 
The  laird  did  addrtas  her  wi'  matter  niiir  mcmng 
A  fine  pacing  horse,  ni'  a  clear  chained  briJlp 
A  IV  hip  by  her  side,  and  a  bonie  side-aaddle 

O  wae  on  the  siller,  it  is  eae  prevailing , 
And  wae  on  the  lue  that  is  hx'd  on  a  niailea 
A  tocher's  nae  word  in  a  true  lover's  parle, 
Bui,  gie  me  my  h  ve,  am'  a  hg  for  the  wai 
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BtTRHS  S,   POEMS. 


MY  TOCHER'S  THE  JEWEI* 

0  MEiKLE  thinks  my  !uve  o*  my  beauty, 

And  meikle  thinks  my  luvc  o'  my  kin ; 
But  iittle  tliinka  my  luve  I  ken  brawlie, 

My  tocher's  the  jewel  has  charms  for  him, 
I'b  b'  for  the  apple  hell  nourish  the  tree, 

It's  a'  for  the  hiney  he'll  cherish  the  bee  ; 
My  laddie's  aae  meikle  in  luve  wi'  llie  siller, 

He  canna  hie  luve  to  spare  for  me. 

Your  proffer  o'  luve's  an  airl-penny, 

My  tocher's  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy ; 
But  an'  ye  he  crafty,  I  am  cunnio', 

Sae  ye  wi'  anither  your  fortune  maun  tiy. 
Ye're  like  to  tlie  timmer  o'  yon  rotten  wood, 

Ye're  like  to  the  bark  o'  yon  rotten  tree  ; 
Yell  slip  frae  me  like  a  knolless  thread. 

And  yell  crack  your  credit  wi'  mae  nor  me 


AULD  ROB  MORRIS. 

There's  auld  Rob  Morris,  Ihat  wons  in  yon  ghm. 
He's  the  king  o'  guid  fellows,  and  wale  of  aulil  men 
He  has  gowd  in  his  coffers,  he  has  owsen  and  kine, 
And  ae  honie  lassie,  his  darl  ng  and  mine. 
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Ablh        (listi  Ulb  hia, 

Add        t       jhrtaalhlgl  mye, 

B  t  h      !  1            _      Id  R  b             Id 

A    I      y  d  dJ  hia  lb                ^               i  j  rd 

A                Ik  I    p                       pi 

Ti               d    I  1  d    tl    I  1!            b        y  d    d. 

Tldymtmbilitb  m 

Tl  h  t  b  t      y  t 

I  w     d         y  1         Ik  i  bl    I     I       I 

AdI        las      yhrttwdb      t        inyb  eoat 

Ohdhbtb  fl           i  re 

I  th          ght  I  h  p  d    li        d        I  d    p      me 

Ohwptd  1)        jdtl  b         my  blias, 

A             my  d   tr  d                p  ess. 


TO  TIBBIE. 
Tune  —  "  InveradiCs  SeeV 


O  Tibbie,  I  hae  eeen  the  day. 
Ye  would  iiae  been  sae  ahyi 

For  laik  o'  g'oar  ye  lightly  mo, 
But  tFDtvth  I  care  m  by. 
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Yestreen  I  met  you  on  the  moor ; 

Ye  spttk  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stoure; 
Ye  geek  at  me  because  I'm  poor, 

But  flent  a  hair  care  L 

O  Tibbie,  &c. 

)  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  inay  think 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o'  clink. 

That  ye  caji  please  me  at  a  wink, 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 

O  Tibbie,  &c. 

But  sorrow  lak  him  that's  sae  mean, 
AUho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  clean, 

Wha  follows  any  saucy  quean 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  higli. 
O  Tibbie,  &.C. 

Altlio'  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart, 
If  tliat  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 

Yell  cast  your  head  anither  airt, 
And  answer  liim  fu'  dry. 

O  Tibbie,  &c 

But  if  he  hae  tlic  name  o'  gear, 
Ye'll  fasten  to  him  like  a  brier, 

Tho'  hardly  lie,  for  sense  or  leor, 
Be  better  than  the  kye, 

O  Tibbie,  &c 

But  Tibbie,  lass,  ta.k  my  advice, 

Your  daddie'a  gear  maks  you  sae  mco, 

The  deil  a  one  wad  spier  your  price. 
Were  ye  as  pool  as  I. 

O  Tibbie,  &c 
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Tiiere  lives  a  lass  in  yonder  park, 
I  wad  nae  gie  her  in  her  sark, 

For  thee  wi'  a'  thy  thousand  roarki 
Ye  needna  look  sae  high. 

O  Tibbie,  &c 


DUNCAN  GRAY. 

DtTKCAN  Grat  came  here  to  woo, 

Hn,  ha,  the  wooing  ot, 
On  blithe  yule  night  when  we  were  fb ; 

Ha,  ha,  the  woom^  0*1. 

Maggie  coost  her  head  fa'  high, 

Look'd  asklent  and  unco  akeigh, 

Gart  poor  Duncan  stmit  aheigh: 

Ha,  hft,  thp  wooing  o't 

Duncan  fieech'd  and  Dunciin  pray'd ; 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Meg  WHS  deaf  as  Ailaa  craigr 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Duncan  sigh'd  baith  out  and  in, 
Grat  his  een  baith  bleer't  and  blin', 
Spak  o'  louping  o'er  a  linn: 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 

Time  and  chance  are  but  a  ttda* 

Ha,  ha,  &.c. 
Slighted  love  is  sair  to-  bide  i 

Ha,  ha,  &c 
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SImll  I,  like  a  fuol,  i^iioth  he, 
For  a  haugiily  Ijrizie  die  ? 
She  may  go  —  to  France  for  me ! 
lla,  ha,  &.C 

How  it  comes  let  doctors  teii, 

lla,  ha,  &.C. 
Meg  grew  aick  —  aa  he  grow  weH, 

lla,  ha,  &c. 
Somelhing  in  her  bosom  wrings ; 
For  reiief  a  sigh  she  brings ; 
Anit  O,  her  ecn,  they  apak  sic  thiiiga 

lltt,  ha,  &c. 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace, 

lla,  ha,  &c. 
Maggie's  was  a  p  I  e 

Ha,  ho,  &. 
DuncBD  could  na  b     1       d  ath 
Swelling  pity  smoo  d  I         rath 
Now  they're  croiia         d      nU    b    th ; 

lla,  hu,  & 


THE  BRAW  WOOER. 
TrsE  — "Tfe  Lothian  Lassie:' 

Last  May  a  hraw  wooer  cam  down  if.e  lang  glen, 
And  sair  *i'  hia  love  he  did  dear?  me! 

I  BHiii  llicre  was  niiethiu!^  [  hated  'ike  men; 
The  douce  gae  wi'iu  to  believe  me,  believe  me, 
The  deuce  gae  wi'in,  to  believe  nie. 
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He  spall  o'  the  darts  in  my  bonic  black  een, 
And  vow'd  for  my  love  he  was  dying ; 

I  Boid  he  might  die  when  he  liked,  for  Jcui ; 
The  Lord  forgie  me  for  lying,  for  lying, 
The  Lord  forgie  me  for  lying. 

A  well-atocked  mailen,  himscl'  for  the  laird, 
And  marriage  aff-hand,  were  his  proffers  i 

I  never  loot  on  that  I  kenn'd  it,  or  ear'd, 

But  thought  I  might  hoe  waur  offers,  waur  offers 
Bat  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers. 

But  what  wad  ye  think  ?  in  a  fortnight  or  less, 
The  deil  tak  his  taste  to  gae  near  her! 

He  up  the  kng  loan,  to  my  black  cousin  Bess, 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad !  I  could  bear  her,  could  bek 

her. 
Guess  ye  how,  the  jad!  I  could  hear  her. 

But  a'  the  niest  week,  as  !  fretted  wi'  care, 

I  gaed  to  the  tryste  o'  Dalgarnock  ; 
And  wha  but  my  fine,  fickle  lover  was  there ! 

I  glowr'd  as  I'd  Been  a  warlock,  a  warlock, 

I  glowr'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warlock. 

But  owie  my  left  shouther  I  gaed  him  a  blink. 

Lest  neebora  might  say  I  was  saucy ; 
Sly  wooer  he  caper'd  as  he'd  been  in  drink. 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie,  dear  lassie, 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie. 

I  spier'd  for  my  cousin,  fu'  couthie  and  sweet, 

Gin  she  had  recover'd  her  heorla', 
And  how  her  new  shoon  fit  her  auld  shacklt  feet  ? 
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But,  heavens  !  how  he  fell  a-! 
But,  heavens !  how  he  fell 


He  begg'd,  for  Gude-aake !  I  wad  be  his  wife, 
Or  else  I  wad  kill  hivn  wi'  sorrow: 

Bo,  e'en  to  preserve  the  poor  body  in  life, 
]  Ihink  I  maun  wed  him  ti 
1  ihiiik  I  mnun  wed  him  t 


WILLIE'S  WIFE. 

Willie  Wastle  d»-alt  on  Tweed, 
The  spot  thejf  ca'd  it  Liiikunidoddie ; 

Willie  was  a  wabstcr  guid, 

Cou'd  Btown  a  clue  wi'  onie  bodie: 

He  hod  a  wife  was  dour  and  din, 
O  Tinkler  Madgie  was  lier  moUier. 

CHORDS. 

Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had ! 

I  wod  na  gie  a  button  for  her. 

She  has  an  e'e — she  has  but  ane, 
The  cat  has  twa  the  very  color; 

Five  rusty  teeth,  forbye  a  stump, 

A  clapper-tongue  wad  deave  a  miller; 

A  whiakin'  beard  about  her  mou. 
Her  nose  and  chin  they  threaten  ither- 
Sic  a  wife,  &c 


o.led  by  Google 


She's  bough-houg-h'd,  alie's  hein  ehinn'd, 
Ae  limpin'  leg,  a  hand-breed  shorter" 

She's  twisted  rig-ht,  she's  twisted  left, 
To  helance  fair  in  ilka  quarter: 

She  has  a  hump  upon  lier  breast, 
The  twin  o'  that  upon  her  ahoulher. 
Sic  a  wife,  Sic 

Auld  baudron  by  the  ingle  sits, 
And  wi'  her  joof  her  face  a-washin'; 

But  Willie's  wife  is  nae  sae  trig, 

She  dighta  her  gninzie  wi'  a  hushioa; 

Her  walie  nioves,  like  niiJden-crecls, 
Hor  fece  wad  fyle  the  Logan-water. 
Sic  a.  wife,  &C 


A  PECK  O'  MAUT. 

O  Willie  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maul. 
Anil  Rob  and  Allen  cam  to  see. 

Three  blither  liearw,  tlial  lee-lanj  night. 
Ye  wad  na  find  in  Christendie. 


We  are  na  fou,  we're  na  that  fou. 
But  just  a  drappie  in  our  e'e ; 

The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  may  daw, 
And  ay  we'll  taste  the  barley  biee 

Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys, 
Three  merry  boys,  I  trow,  ere  wet 
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And  monie  a  night  we've  merry  been. 
And  monie  mae  we  hope  to  be ' 

We  are,  &.C. 

It  18  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn, 
That's  blinkin'  in  the  lift  sac  hie ; 

She  shines  eae  bright  to  ivyle  us  hame, 
But,  fay  my  sooth,  she'll  wait  a  wee ' 
VVc  are,  &c. 

Wia  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa, 
A  cuckold,  coward  loun  ia  he ! 

Wha,  lost  beside  the  chair  shall  fa*. 
He  ia  the  king  amang  us  three 

We  are,  tie. 


THE  LA  WIN. 

Gane  is  the  day  and  mirk's  the  night. 
But  we'll  ne'er  stray  for  foute  o'  light  j 
For  ale  and  brandy's  stars  and  moon. 
And  bluid-red  wine's  the  rifling  sun. 


TJien,    guidwife,    count     the     lawin,    the    lawin,    tha 
H'hen,  guidwife,  count  the  lawin,  and  bring   a  coggia 


There's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen, 
And  aemple  folk  maun  fechl  and  fen'  ■ 
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B  t  h     w  a 

P      !k    man  th  I     d      k        id 

Tl        i    d    f    &0. 

My      g  h  ly  p    I 

Th  t  1     1    a     w       i  nd  dool 

Adplaa-eia  ttt, 

An   y     d   nk  j    11  fi    i  h  t 

Tl        g    d    f    &c 


HONEST  POVERTY. 

la  there  for  lionest  poverty, 

That  hangs  his  head,  and  a'  that? 
The  coward  slave  we  pass  him  by, 

We  dare  he  poor  for  a'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  thai. 

Our  toil's  obscure,  and  a'  that, 
The  tank  ia  but  the  guinea's  stamp, 

The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that 

What  tho'  on  hamely  fare  we  dine, 

Wear  hoddin  gray,  and  a'  that? 
Gic  fools  their  silks,  and  knaves  their  w 

A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that; 
For  a'  thai,  and  a'  that, 

Their  tinsel  show  and  a'  that; 
The  honest  man,  tho'  e'er  aae  poor, 

Is  king  o'  men  for  a'  thaL 
40" 
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BURns  s  JfoettM, 

Ye  see  yon  biikie,  ca'd  s  lord, 

Wha  8lrut8,  and  Blares,  and  a'  Ihst 
Tho'  hundreds  worship  at  hia  word, 

Ile'a  hut  a  coof  for  a'  that: 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

His  ribbon,  star,  and  a'  that, 
The  man  of  independent  mind, 

He  looks  and  laughs  at  a'  that 

A  prince  can  mak  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that ; 
But  an  honest  man's  aboon  hia  might; 

Guid  faith,  he  mauna  fa'  that! 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Their  dignities  and  a'  that, 
Tlie  pith  o"  sense  and  pride  o'  worth, 

Are  higher  ranks  than  a'  that. 

Then  let  us  pray  (hat  come  it  may. 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that, 
That  sense  and  worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth, 

May  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  that 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Its  coming  yet,  for  a'  that. 
That  man  to  man,  the  warld  o'er 

SbiU  brothers  be  for  a'  that 
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THE  BATTLE  OP  SHERIFF-MUIR, 

BXTWEEIf   THE   DUEG    OF    ARBTLC   AHD    THE    BAM 

"O  CAM  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun, 

Or  herd  the  sheep  wV  me,  man? 
Or  wore  ye  at  the  Sherra-muir, 

And  did  the  battle  see,  man?" 
I  saw  the  battle  sair  and  tough. 
And  reeking  red  ran  many  a  sheugh ; 
My  heart,  for  fear,  gaed  sough  for  sough. 
To  hear  the  thuda,  and  see  the  cluda, 
O'  clans  frae  woods  in  tartan  duds, 

Wha  glaum'd  at  kingdoms  three,  maa 

The  red-coat  lads,  wi'  black  cockades, 

To  meet  them  were  na  slaw,  man ; 
They  rush'd,  and  push'd,  and  bluid  outgush'd, 

And  monie  a  bouk  did  fa'  man; 
The  great  Argyle  led  on  his  tiles, 
I  wat  Ihey  glanced  twenty  miles  ; 
They  hack'd  and  hash'd,  while  broadaworda  claah'i^ 
And  thro'  they  dash'd,  and  hcw'd  and  smash'd, 

Till  fey  men  died  awa,  man. 

But  had  you  seen  the  Phillibegs, 

And  skyrin  tartan  trews,  man. 
When  in  the  teeth  they  dar'd  our  whigi^ 

And  covenant  true  blues,  man ; 
In  lines  extended  lang  and  large, 
When  bayonets  opnoa'd  the  large. 
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And  thousands  hasten'il  to  the  cliarge, 
Wi'  Highland  wrath,  tliey  frae  the  sheatn 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  till  out  rf  breath, 
They  fled  like  frighted  does,  man. 

"  O  how,  deil.  Tarn,  can  that  be  true  ? 

The  chase  gaed  frae  the  north,  man; 
I  saw,  myself,  thej  did  pursue 

The  horsemen  back  to  Forth,  man: 
And  at  Dumblane,  in  my  ain  sight. 
They  took  the  brig  wi'  a'  their  might, 
And  straught  to  Stirling  wing'd  their  flight) 
But,  cursed  lot !  the  gates  were  shut, 
And  monie  a  huntit  poor  red-cuat. 

For  fear  araaisl  did  rfwarf",  maa.' 

Uy  sister  Kate  cam  up  the  gate, 

Wi'  crowdie  unto  me,  man; 
She  swore  she  saw  some  rebels  run 

Prae  Perth  unto  Dundee,  man: 
Their  left-hand  gen'ral  had  nae  skill, 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  good  will 
That  day  their  neebors'  bluid  to  spill ; 
For  fear  by  foes  that  they  should  lose 
Their  cogs  o'  brose:  all  crying  woea, 

And  BO  it  goes,  you  see,  man. 

They've  lost  some  gallant  gentlemen, 

Amang  the  Highland  clans,  man 
I  fear  my  Lord  Panmure  is  slain. 

Or  fall'n  in  whiggish  bands,  man: 
Now  wad  ye  sing  this  double  fight, 
Some  fell  for  wrang,  and  some  for  right 
But  monie  bade  the  world  guid-night 
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Then  ye  may  lell,  how  pell  and  melt, 
By  red  claymores,  and  muakots'  knell, 
Wi'  dying  yell,  the  toriea  fell, 
And  whigs  to  hell  dill  Bee,  man. 


CONTENTMENT. 
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THE  DUMFRIES  VOLUNTEERa 

AFRII^  1795. 

TtifE  —  "Push  afiotrf  the  Jorwn.' 

Dots  haughty  Gaul  invasion  threat? 

Then  let  the  louna  beware,  bit; 
There's  wooden  walla  upon  our  seas, 

And  volunteers  on  shore,  sir. 
The  Nith  shall  run  to  Corsincon,' 

And  Criffelf  sink  in  Solvray, 
Ere  we  permit  a  foreign  foe 

On  British  ground  to  ri^lly ! 

Fall  de  rail,  Su:. 

O  let  us  not,  like  snarling  tykes, 

In  wrangling  be  divided ; 
Till,  elap!  come  in  an  unco  loun, 

And  wi'  a  rung  decide  it. 
Be  'Britain  still  to  Britain  true, 

Auiang  ouraels  united ; 
For  never,  but  by  British  hands, 

Mbuq  British  tvraugs  be  righted. 
Fall  de  rill,  Sue 


The  kcttie  o'  the  kirk  and  s 
Perhaps  a  claut  may  fail  i: 
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sttuks  s  poems.  4 

Bat  dcil  a  foreign  tinkler  loun 

Shall  ever  ca'  a  nail  in'l. 
Oar  fathera'  bluid  the  kettle  bought 

A:;d  wha  wad  dare  to  spoil  it? 
By  heav'n!  tlie  saereligious  dog 

Shall  fuel  be  to  boil  it ! 

Fall  do  rail,  &c 

The  wretch  that  wad  a  tyrant  own, 

And  the  wretch,  his  true-bom  brother, 
Who  would  set  the  mob  aboon  the  throm. 

May  (hey  be  d — n'd  together ! 
Who  will  not  sing,  "God  save  the  King," 

Shall  hang  aa  high's  the  steeple : 
But  while  we  sing,  "  God  save  the  King," 

We'll  ne'er  forget  the  Peoido. 

Fall  de  raU,  flic. 


CALEDONIA. 
Tune  —  "  Humoura  of  Glen." 

Thei»  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lands  reckon, 
Where  bright-beaming  Bummi^ra  exalt  the  perfume  j 

Far  deSrer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  breckan, 
Wi'  the  burn  stealing  under  the  lang  yellow  broom, 

Far  dearer  to  nie  are  yon  humble  broom  bowers, 
Where  the  blue-bell  and  gowan  lurk  lowly  unseen 

For  there,  lightly  [sipping  aniang  the  wild  flowers, 
A-Iistening  the  linnet,  eft  wanders  my  Jean. 
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Tho'  rich  is  tbe  breeze  in  their  gay  sunny  valleya, 
And  caujil  Caledonii's  blast  on  the  wave : 

Their  eiveet-acentcd   woodlands   that   skirt   tlie   proud 
palace  — 
What   are   they?  — Tho   haunt   of  the   tjTant    aiid 


t         d  g  Id  b  bbl        fountaiiiB, 

It  Ih  d   d  n 

tl      w    d      f  J  untains, 

f  tt  rs   th      h  his  Jean 


COMIN"  THROUGH  THE  RYE. 

Tube  —  "  Gin  a  Body  meet  a  Body  ' 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body, 

Comin'  thro'  tho  rye ; 
Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body, 

Need  a  body  cry  ? 
Ev'ry  lassie  has  her  laddie, 

Nane,  they  say,  hae  I ! 
Yet  a'  the  lads  they  smile  at  me, 
When  comin'  thro'  the  rye, 
Amang  the  train  there  is  a  swain 

I  dearly  lo'e  mysel' ; 
But  whaur  his  liaino,  or  what  his  Dlmw, 
I  dinna  care  to  tell. 


Gin  a  body  meet  a  body, 
Comin'  froc  the  town 
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BCRNS'a    POEMS 

Gm  a  body  greet  a  body, 

Need  a  body  troim' 
Ev'ry  laaaie  has  her  laddie, 

Nane,  they  say,  hae  I ' 
Yet  a'  the  lad's  thej   smile  at  ma, 
When  cyinin'  thro' the  ne. 
Aniang  the  train  there  I'i  a  3«*m 

I  dearly  Iti'e  nij^el', 
But  whaur  his  hitne,  or  ivhat  hia  name, 
I  dinna  care  to  tpll 
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THE  WHISTLE. 

A    BiLLAD. 

A. 

«  »tttho.i.i=  prose  histo.)-  of  -  Tl.e  WhMe  "  i,  tjriolS, 

I  il»£ 

Inx 

e  iraii,  of  Anne  of  Denmark,  when  site  enme  lo  Scolk 

dwill 

h^"r 

aivl  ^eet  pnweea,  mid  n  mutchlcu  champion  of  Bauh 
Utile  ebony  Whistle,  which,  at  tha  conimeiieement  of  Uie 

^gi^ 

he  laid  on  Uie  labie :  ™a  whoever  wbs  hul  Me  lo  blow  il,  ev« 

ybody 

clSB 

eins  diiabLed  by  the  potency  of  the  bollie,  wes  to  caciy 

^VhU 

e  ea  a  irophr  of  vniory.    The  Daiie  produeed  credeiiija 

rictories,  H-ilhonl  B  «ngle  ilefeal,  at  the  couHe  «(  Copenhason 

fcjlm, 

MoKDW,  Warsaw,  and  several  of  the  petty  eonru  in  Ge 

prow 

Aft 

red  by  Sir  Robert  Lawrie,  of  MaKwellon,  am'eeior  of  the 

mnhy  baronel  of  dial  name ;  who,  aftei  IhiH  <lays,  siid  three 

bwfl 

"  And  blew  on  the  Whietle  hie  requiem  ehriU.'' 

Bit 

Walle-  M.n  «  Sil  Robed  before-mentioned    allerward^ 

ornih. 

41 
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::iu^e,  ihsWhinla 
,  by  Ihe  prcKM  8iE 
,  iirOtenridiiel,lui- 


I  aiBO  of  a  Whistle,  a  Whistle  of  worth, 
I  fiing  of  a  Whistle,  the  pride  of  the  North, 
Was  brought  to  the  court  of  our  good  Scottish  king, 
And  long  with  this  Whistle  all  Scotland  shall  ring. 

Old  Loda*  Btill  cuoing  the  arm  of  Fingal, 
The  god  of  tJie  bottle  sends  down  from  hia  ball  — 
"This  Whistle's  your  challenge,  to  Scotland  get  o'ei, 
And  drink  them  to  hell,  sir !  or  ne'er  see  me  more ' " 

Old  poets  have  sung,  and  old  chronicles  tell. 
What  champions  ventur'd,  what  champions  fell; 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  conqueror  still. 
And  blew  on  the  Whistle  his  requiem  shrill. 

Till  Robert,  the  Lord  of  the  Cairn  and  the  Scaur, 
Unmatch'd  at  the  bottle,  unconquer'd  in  war, 
He  drank  his  poor  godship  as  deep  as  the  sea, 
No  tide  of  the  Bailie  e'er  drunker  than  he. 


Thus  Robert,  victorious,  the  trophy  has  gain'd, 
Which  now  in  his  house  has  for  ages  reraain'd; 
Till  three  noble  chieftains,  and  al]  of  his  blood. 
The  jovial  contest  agaui  have  renew'd. 


o.led  by  Google 


Three  joyoua  good  fellows,  with  heirta  cleo.-  of  flaw, 
Craigdarroch,  so  famous  for  wit,  worth ,  and    aw  ; 
And  irusty  GlciiriJdel,  bo  skill'd  in  eld  coins ; 
And  gallant  Sir  Robert,  deep-read  in  old  winea. 

Craigdarroch  began,  with  a  tongue  smooth  as  oil. 
Desiring  Glenriddel  to  yield  «p  the  spoil ; 
Or  else  he  would  muster  the  heads  of  tiie  clan, 
And  once  more,  in  claret,  try  which  was  the  man 

"  By  the  gods  of  the  ancients  ! "  Glenriddel  replies, 
"Before  I  surrender  so  glorious  a  prize 
I'll  conjure  the  ghost  of  the  great  Rorie  More," 
And  bumper  his  horn  with  him  twenty  times  o'er." 

Sir  Robert,  a  soldier,  no  speech  would  pretend. 
But  he  ne'er  tum'd  his  "jack  on  his  foe  or  his  friend, 
Said,  Toss  down  tJie  Whistle,  the  prize  of  the  field, 
And,  knee-deep  in  claret,  he'd  die,  or  he'd  yield. 

To  the  board  of  Glenriddel  our  heroes  repair, 

So  noted  for  drowning  of  sorrow  and  care ; 

But  for  wine  and  for  welcome  not  more  known  ti>  fame 

Than  tJie  sense,  wit,  and  taste,  of  a  sweet,  lovely  dame, 

A  bard  was  selected  to  witness  the  fray, 
And  tell  future  ages  tlie  feats  of  iJie  day; 
A  Bard  who  detested  all  sadness  and  spleen. 
And  wish'd  that  Parnassus  a  vineyard  hod  been. 

The  dinner  being  over,  the  ckret  they  ply, 
And  ev'ry  new  cork  is  a  now  spring  of  joy; 
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In  the  \1a\1A3  of  old  fiieniLahip  and  kindred  so  set, 
And  the  bands  grew  llie  tighter  the  more  they  were  wet 

Gay  pleasure  ran  riot  as  bumpers  ran  o'ef; 
Bright  Phcebus  ne'er  witness'd  so  joyoua  a  core, 
And  vow'd  that  to  leiive  tliem  Jie  waa  quite  forlorn, 
Till  Cyntiiia  hinted  he'd  see  them  next  morr 

Six  bottles  apiece  had  well  wore  out  the  night, 
When  gallant  Sir  Robert,  to  fmiah  the  fight, 
Tum'd  o'er  in  one  bumper  a  bottle  of  red, 
And  Bwore  'twas  the  way  that  their  ancestora  did. 


Then  worthy  GlpnridJoI,  so  oautioiia  and  sage, 
No  longer  the  warfare,  ungodly,  would  wage; 
A  high  ruling  Elder,  to  wallow  in  wine! 
He  left  the  foul  business  to  folks  leaf  divine. 

The  gallant  Sir  Robert  fought  hard  to  the  end; 
But  who  can  with  fate  and  quart-bum pera  contend  ? 
Tho*  fate  aaid  —  a  hero  should  perish  in  light; 
So  up  rose  bright  Phisbua  —  and  down  fell  the  knight 

Next  up  rose  our  Bard,  like  a  prophet  in  drink :  — 
"  Craigdarroch,  thou'lt  soar  when  creation  shall  aink; 
Hut  if  tliou  would  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme, 
Como — one  bottle  more  —  and  have  at  the  sublime! 

'■  Thy  line,  that  have  struggled  for  freedom  with  Bnice^ 

Shall  lieroea  and  patriots  ever  produce. 

80  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  mine  be  the  bay; 

The  field  thou  hast  won   by  yon  bright  god  of  day" 
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JOHN  BARLEYCORN." 


There    vent  three  kings  into  the  east. 
Three  kinga  both  great  and  high. 

An'  tliey  hao  sworn  a  solemn  oith, 
John  Barleycorn  should  die. 

They  took  a  plough  and  plough'd  him  dowl^ 

Put  clods  upon  his  head, 
4nd  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  was  dead. 

But  the  cheerful  spring  came  kindly  on. 

And  showers  began  to  fall , 
John  Barleycorn  got  up  sg-ain, 
1  them  all. 


T)ie  sultry  suns  of  summer  came. 
And  he  grew  thick  and  strong, 

His  head  weel  arm'd  wi'  pointed  spears 
That  no  one  should  him  wrong. 

The  sober  autumn  enter'd  mild. 
When  he  grew  wan  and  pale, 

His  bending  joints  and  drooping  head 
Show'd  ne  began  to  fail. 
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Ilis  color  s    ken  1  morp  aiid   nore. 

He  faded  into  age , 
Anl  tlien  liia  eni.mies  begmi 

To  Bhow  tJjeir  deadly  rage. 

The}  vc  taen  a  weipon  lung  and  aharfi, 

\nd  cut  h  n  by  the  kn«e 

Then  tied  him  fiat  upon  a  carl, 

Like  a  rogue  for  forjjene 

They  kil  him  do«n  upon  his  back, 

And  cudgelled  1  im  full  sore 
They  hung  him  up  befjro  the  atom 

And  turn  d  him  o  er  and  o  er 

They  filled  up  ft  darksome  pit 

W I II  water  to  tht,  brim 
They  heaved  m  Join  Barlejcom. 

There  let  him  sink  or  awim. 

They  laid  him  out  upon  the  floor 

To  work  him  farther  wo 
And  Btill  as  eigna  of  hie  appeared, 

They  toss  d  hira  to  and  fro 

They  wasted  oer  a  scorching  flame 

The  marrow  of  h  a  bones 
But  a  miller  used  him  worst  of  all 

For  he  crush  d  him  between  two  stonen 

And  thf,}  hie  tapn  his  very  hearts  blood, 
And  drank  jt  round  and  round 

And  still  the  more  and  more  lliey  drank, 
Their  joy  did  more  aboind. 
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John  Barleycorn  "as  a  hero  bolil, 

Of  noble  enterprise  ; 
For,  if  you  do  but  taste  his  blood, 

Twill  make  your  courage  rise. 

Twill  make  a  man  forget  his  wo ; 

Twill  heighten  all  his  joy  ; 
Twill  make  tlie  widow's  heart  to  aing, 

Tho*  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

Then  let  ua  toast  John  Barleycora 
Each  man  a  gla^s  in  hand ; 

4nd  may  his  great  posterity 
Ne'er  ^  in  atlld  Seattomif 
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GLOSSARY. 

The  ch  aiid  gh  have  alwaj-s  tte  guttural  -souniL     Th« 

•omid  of  the  English  diphthong  oo,  is  commonlj-  spelled  ou.                       1 

The  French  u,  a  sound  which  often  occura  in  the  Scottish 

iai^uage,  is  marked  oo.  or  ui.    The  a  in  genuine-  Scottish 

woi^  except  when  fonning  a  diphthong,  or  followod  by 

tui  e  mute,  after  a  single  conEionant,  sounds  generally  like 

dwaj-s.  and  ea.  very  often,  sound  like  the  French  e  maaou- 

line.     The  Scottish  diphthong  en  sounds  like  the  Latin  «i. 

A. 

Aften,  often,  frequently,  ma- 

ny times. 

A",  all,  even- one,  the  whole. 

Agley,  off  the  right  line,  ob- 

Aback,  away,  uloof. 

liyue,  wrong. 

Abcigh,  at  a  shy  distance. 

Aihlins,  perhaps. 

Aboon,  above,  up,  in  the  re- 

Aik, the  oak. 

gions  of  heaven. 

Air.  early,  soon. 

Abread.  sbroad.  in  sight,  at 

Airl-penny,  eamest-mnney  ■ 

large. 

piece  of  money  for  eon- 

Abrced,  in  breadth. 

firming  a  bargain. 

Ae.  one. 

Airt,  quarter  of  the  he»yeii» 

Aff;offi 

to  direct. 

Aff-hand,  extempore,  imme- 

Airn,iron. 

diately. 

Aith,  an  oath. 

AiT-loof,  unpremeditated. 

Aits,  oats. 

Aibte,  before,  sooner  than. 

Aivcr,  an  old  hMse. 

Afl,  oft. 

Aizle,  a  hot  cinder. 
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,0. 

1 

Alf*e,  altis  ! 

B. 

Aiane,  alone,  solitary,  single, 

i 

without  company. 

-Ra',  ball. 

Altwart,  awkward,  inelogant, 

Backets,  aahboards,  a  sqaar* 

iintauglit. 

wooden  yessel  for  carrj-ing 

Amaist,  almost,  nearly. 

coals  to  Uie  lire,  a  kind  of 

Araang.     among,     mingled 

box:  for  holding  salt, 

An',  and,  if.                  [with. 
Ante,  once,  one  time. 

Baeklina     enmin',     coming 
back,  returning. 

Ane,  one  ;  and. 

Bod,  did  bid. 

Ancnf,   over    againat,    ion- 

Baide,  endured,  did  stay.                   j 
Bailie,  a  magistrats  in  Scot- 

Ajiither,  another,  one  more. 

Ase,  aahes,    the  remains  of 

derman  in  England. 

burnt  coals. 

Baggie,  dimin.  of  bag,  a  fa- 

Asklcnt, asiiuint,  aslant. 

miliar  term  used  to  signiiy 

Asteer,  abroad,  stirring. 

the  belly. 

Athart,  athwart,  wrong. 

Bainioi  having  large  bones, 

stout. 

my  augkf,  in  all  my  pos- 

Bairn,  a  child. 

Bairntimc,  a  family  of  chil- 

Auldfiirren, or  Auldfarrent, 

dren,  a  brood. 

Baith,  'joth ;  likcivise. 

dent. 

Bake,  a  small  cake  Or  biscuit. 

Auld  lang  syne,  olden  time, 

Ban,  to  Hwear,  to  make  an  ir- 

days  of  other  years. 

roTcrent  exclamation;  re- 

Auld, old,  ancient,  advanced 

proach,  censure. 

in  years. 

Bane,  bone. 

Auntie,  on  aunt. 

Bang,  to  boat,  to  strive,  to 

Ava',  at  all,  of  all,  of  any. 

excel. 

Awa'  away,  absent. 

Bardie,  dimin.  of  bard. 

Awfu",  awful,  terrible. 

llarefit,  barefooted,  without 

Awn,  the  beard  of  barley. 

shoes  or  stockings. 

oala,  &c. 

Barmie,  of,  or  like  baxm. 

Awnie,  bearded. 

Batch,  a  crew,  a  gang. 

Ayont,  beyond,  at  a  distance, 

Batts,  botts,  small  worms  in 

out  of  the  react  of. 

the  entridls  of  horses. 
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Birk,  birch. 

[            Bauld,  bold,  in-jcpid. 

Birkeu-ahaw,  Birchen- wood- 

1             Bawk,   H  stjip  of  land  left 

ahaw,  a  small  wood. 

1                unplougbed,  two  or  three 

Birkic,  a  clever  fellow. 

[                  toot  in  width;  a  ridge,  a 

Birring,   the    noiae   of   par- 

\               bank. 

tridges,    &c.,   when    thay 

i            Biws'nt     having    a    white 

spring. 

i                   stripe  down  the  face. 

Bit,  crisis,  nick  of  time. 

Bo,  to  let  bo,  to  give  over,  to 

Bizz,  a  bustle :  fo  buM. 

Blae,  livid. 

Bear,  barley. 

Blastie,  a  shrivelled  dwai(  a 

Beaatie,  dimin.  of  benat. 

term  of  contempt. 

Beet,  to  add  fuel  to  fire. 

Blastit,  blasted. 

Bold,  bald,  without  hair  on 

Blatc,  baahful,  sheepish. 

the  head. 

Blather,  bladder. 

Belyve,  by-and-by. 

Blaud,  a  flat  piece  of  any 

Ben,  into  the  spence  or  par- 

thing!  to  slap. 

lor. 

Blaw,  to  blow,  to  boast. 

Benmost,  innermost. 

BlEcrit,    bleared,   sore  with                     i 

Bcnlomond,   a  noted  moun- 

rheum. 

Bleed;  and  bliii',  bleared  and 

Bethankit,    grace, or    short 

blind. 

prayer   after   tho   time  or 

Blcczing,  blazing,  flaming. 

act  of  eating. 

Blollum,  an  idle,  talking  fel- 

Bcuk.  a  book. 

low. 

Bicker,   a  kind  of  wooden 

Blether,  to  ttdk  idly;  non- 

dish,  a  short  race. 

sense. 

Bie,  or  Bield,  shelter. 

Blcth'rin,  talking  idly. 

Bien,  wealthy,  plentiful. 

Blink,  a  Utile  white,  a  smil. 

Big,  to  huUd. 

ing  look  ;  to  look  kindly, 

Biffin,  building ;  a  house. 

to  shine  by  fits. 

Biggit,  built 

BUnker,  a  term  of  contempt 

Bill,  a  bull. 

BJinkin,  smirking,  ogling. 

Billio,  a  brother,  a  young  fel- 

Blithe, or  Blythe,  cheerful. 

low. 

Blue-gown,  one  of  those  beg- 

Bir.g, a  heap  of  grain,  pota- 

gars who  get  annually,  on 

toes,  &c. 

tkho    king's    birth-day,    ■ 

1 

! 
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SAKr. 

blue  cloak  or  gown,  with 

Braid,  broad,  pldn. 

B  badge. 

Bragin't,  reeled  forward. 

Bluid,  blood. 

Braik,  a  kind  of  harrow,  as 

Blunlie,  snivelling. 

instrument  used  in  hux 

Blype,  a  shred,  a  large  piece. 

bandry. 

Bock,  to  vomit,  to  gush  in- 

Brainge,  to  run  rashly  for- 

termittently. 

ward. 

Bocked.  gushed,  vomited. 

Brnk,  broke,  made  insolvent. 

Bodle,  an  old  copper  coin,  of 

Branks,   a  kind  of  wooden 

the  value  of  pennies  Scots, 

curb  for  horses. 

or  one-thiid  of  an   Eng- 

Brash, a  sudden  ilhieas. 

lish  penny. 

Brats,  coarse  clothes,   rag^ 

&o. 

Bratllo,  a  short  race,   hurry 

beautifuL 

fury. 

Boimock.    a  kind  of   thick 

Braw,  fine,  handsome. 

cake  of  bread,  a  small  jan- 

Brawlyt,   or    Brawlie,  verj 

naok  or  loaf  mode  of  oat- 

well, Snely,  heartily. 

meal. 

Braxio,  a  morbid  sheep. 

Boord,  a  board. 

Breastie,  dimin.  of  breast. 

Boortree,   the    ahmb   elder, 

Brea.stit,   did  spring   up  M 

planted  much  of   old  in 

forward. 

hedges  of  barn-yards,  &c. 

Bretkan,  fern. 

Boost,  behooved,  must  needs. 

Bore,  a  hole  in  the  wbH. 

resistible  spell. 

Botch,  blotch,   an  angry  tu- 

Brocks, breeches. 

mor. 

Brent,  smooth. 

Bouk,  body,  a  person. 

Brcwin,  brewing. 

Bousing,  druikiiig,  quaffing. 

Brie,  juice,  liquid. 

Bow- kail,  cabbagp. 

Brig,  a  bridge. 

Bcw-hougli'd,  applied  to  the 

lower  part  of  the  thighs. 

Brisket,   the   breast,  the  bo 

■when  crooked  or  bent  out- 

Eom. 

wards. 

Brithcr,  a  brother. 

Brackens,  fern. 

Brodi,  a  badger. 

Brae,  a  declivity,  a  precipice, 

Brogue,  a  hum,  a  trick. 

tlie  slope  of  a  hill. 

Broo,  broth,  liquid,  watw. 
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Brosc,    a  Itind  of   pottage, 

Bumming,      humming,     M 

made  by  pouring  boiling 

bees.                                                              j 

■water  or  bmth  on  oat-meal, 

Bummle.  to  blunder  ;  a  dolt^ 

a  stupid  person. 

■water  ia  poured ;  a  race  at 

Bummler,  a  blunderer. 

country    -weddings,    wlio 

Bunker,  a  window-scat 

stall  first  reach  the  bride- 

Burdiea, dimin.  of  birds. 

groom's  liouse,  on  return- 

Sure, did  bear. 

ing  from  church,  eo  called. 

Bum,  water,  a  rivulet,                                 ; 

perhapa,  from  hroso  being 

Bumie,  dimin.  of  bum.                           | 

allotted  to  the  victor. 

Buakie,  bushy.                                          ! 

Bnskit,  dressed  finely,  deco-                      j 

till  lately,   to    haunt  old 

rated. 

hoases,  particularly  those 

Busks,  dresses. 

attached     to    farms,     and 

Buslo,  a  bustle ;  to  bustle. 

sometimes  to  do  the  drudg- 

Buss, shelter. 

ery  of  the  servants  during 

But,  Bot,  with,  without.                          i 

the  night. 

But    an'   ben,    the  country 

Brugh,  a,  burgh. 

kitchen  and  parlor. 

Bniikie,  a  bioil,  a  comhus- 

By  himsel',  lunatic,  distract 

ed. 
Byke,  a  bee-hive,  a  crowd 

Brunt,  did  burn,  burnt. 

Brust,  to  hurst,  burst. 

Byre,  a  cow-house. 

of  the  sea  among  the  rocks 

,, 

on  the  coast  of  Buchan. 

■ 

Ca',    lo    call,   to    name,  to 

Virginia. 

drive. 

Bught.  a  pen. 

Ca't,  or  Ca'd,  called,  driven,                   i 

Bughtin-time,   the  time  of 

calved.                                                   ■ 

collecting  the  sheep  in  the 

Cadger,  a  carrier.                                           i 

pens  to  be  milked. 

Cadie,  or  Caddie,  a  person. 

Puirdly,    stout  made,  broud 

a  j-oung  fellow. 

made. 

Cafl',  chaif. 

Bum-clock,  a  humming  bee- 

Caird, a  tinker. 

tle  that  flics  in  the  snm- 

Cairn,      a     loose     heap     (d                       | 

stones. 
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Calf-wari  a  smiill  enclosure 


Conic,    or    Cannic,    genlJe, 

mild,  dejcterous. 
Caiinilie,   dexterously,   gen- 

Uy. 
Cnntie,   or  Canty,  cheerful, 


Cp-. 


Careerin,  cheerfully. 
Carl,  nn  old  man. 
Carl-hemp,  the  largest  stalk 
of  hemp,  tinnness  of  mind. 
CarlLn,  a  stout  old  woman. 
Cartes,  cards. 
Caudron,  a  caldron. 
Cauk  and  keel,  chalk  and  ri^d 

Catild,  cold. 

Caup,    a   wooden    drinking 

Ciivie,    a   coop   or  pen  for 

Cawd,  driven. 

Cesses,  tases. 

Chanter,  a  part  of  a  bagpipe 

Chap,  a  peraon,  a  fellow,  b 

Chaup,  a  stroke  a  blow. 
CIiGcidC,  chcekti. 


Cheep,  a  rhirp  ;  to  chilp. 
Chicl,  9r  Cliopl,  ,1  young  fel< 

low. 
Chimla,  or  Chimlie,   a  fir*- 

.  fire-place. 
Chimla-lug,  the  fireside. 
Chittering,   ahirering,  ttem.- 

Chockin,  choking. 

Chow,  to  chew ;  Chcek-for- 
choff.  Bide-by- side. 

Chuffie,  fat-faced. 

CLichan,  a  small  village 
about  a  church,  a  ham- 
let. 

Clnisc,  or  Clacs,  elothes. 

Claith,  cloth. 

Claithing,  clothing. 

Clairers,  nonsense ;  not 
speaking  sense. 

Clap,  clapper  of  a  milL 

Clarkit,  wrote. 

Clash,  an  idle  tale,  the  afory 
of  the  day. 

Clatter,  to  tell  little  idlo  sto- 
ries ;  an  idle  story. 

Claught,  snatched  at,  laid 
hold  o£ 

Claut,  lo  clean,  to  scrape;  a 
heap,  a  great  quantity, 
abundance. 


Claw'd,  scratched. 
ClajTnoro,  a  sword,  aweapot 
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used  ei  Jicr  in  cutting  or 

Coila,  irom  Xyle,  a  district 

thrusting. 

of  Ayrshire,  bo  called  iroiii 

Cleed,  to  clothe. 

CoU,  or  CoUus,  a  Kctdsh 

ClecdB,  olothca. 

monarch. 

Qeek,  to  lay  hold  of  after 

Collie,  a  general,  and  some- 

the manner  of  a  hook,  to 

times  a  particular  name  fia 

soke  at  all  events. 

country  curs. 

Cleckit,  having  canght. 

Collieshangie,  iiu;irrelling. 

Cainkin,  jerking,  clinking. 

Commaim,  command. 

CainkuinbcU,  he  who  rings 

Cood,  the  cud. 

the  church  bell. 

Coof,  a  blockhead,  a  ninny. 

Clips,  shears. 

Cookit,  appeared  and  disap- 

ClishmaclaTet, idle  couver- 

peared  by  fits. 

eatioD. 

Cooser,    a   horse   kept   fin 

Clock,  to  hatch  ;  a  beetle. 

mares. 

Clockin,  hatching. 

Coost,  did  cast. 

Cloot,   the  hoof  of  a  coiv. 

Coot,  the  ancle,  or  foot. 

Bhoep,  &c. 

Cootie,    a  wooden   kitcheo 

Clootie,  an  old  name  for  the 

dish;  Ibwls  whose  logs  aro 

Deril. 

clad  irith  feathers  are  aaid 

Clour,  a  bump,  or  swelling. 

to  be  cootie. 

after  a  blow. 

Corbies,    a   species   of  tti.e 

CSout,   to  boat,  to  strike ;  a 

crow. 

blow,  a  cuff. 

Core,  corps,  party,  clan. 

Cluda,  clouds. 

Com-t,  fed  with  oats. 

Clunk,  ia  guggle  in  the  man- 

Cotter, the  inhabitant  of  a 

ner  of  a  bottle  when  it  is 

cot-house  or  cottage. 

emptjing. 

Couthie,  kind,  lovii^. 

Coasin,  wheedling ;  flattery. 

Cove,  a  cave. 

Coble,  a  fishing  boat. 

Cowe,  to  terrify,  to  keep  un- 

Cockemony, a  lock  of  liair 

der,  to  lop  i    a  fright,  a 

tied  upon  a  giil's  head,  a 

branch  of   furae,    broom, 

cap. 

&c. 

Cookie,  dimin.  of  cock. 

Cowp,   to  barter,  to  tumbU 

Coft,  bought. 

over ;  a  gang. 

Ci^,  a  wooden  dish. 

Cowpit,  tumbled. 

Coggie,  dimin.  of  cog. 

Cowiin,  cowering,  atooping, 
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Ccrwt,  a  colt,  a  young  horse. 

Croon,  a  hollow,  conttnupd 

Cozie,  snug. 

moan;    to   make   a   noiflt 

Coziely,  Biiusly. 

like  the  continued  roar  of 

Crabbit.     crubbed,     fretful, 

a  bull,  to  hum  a  tune. 

sour. 

Cra;:k,  to  converse  ;  conrpr- 

Croueliie,  crook -ba.>ked. 

satinii. 

Crackin,  conversing. 

Crouacly,   cheerfully,   oonr- 

Craft,  or  Ciott.  in  old  hus- 

ageonaly. 

bandry,    a  ftelit    near    a 

Crowdie,   a  composition  of 

house. 

oat-meal  and  boiled  water,                ; 

Crwgie.  dimin.  of  crag,  the 

threat,  the  neck. 

Of  beef,  mutton,  &c.                        \ 

Craika,  birds,  incoaflant  calls 

Crowdie-tiJoe,        breakfast-               1 

Crambo-clink,   or    Crambo- 

Crowlin,  crawling,  creeping.              j 

jingle,    rhymes,    doggerel 

Cnimmock,      a     cow      with                1 

crooked  horns. 

Crank,  the  noise  of  an  un- 

Crumi).  hard  and  brittle ;  —              i 

grcased  wheel. 

spoken  of  bread. 

Crankous,  fretful,  captions. 

Ccunt,  a  blow  on  the  head 

Cranrcuch,  the  hoar  froat. 

with  a  cudgel.                                  i 

Crap,  or  Crop,    the   produce   Cuif,  a  blockhead,  a  ninny,                  ! 

Cummock,  a  short  staff  with 

Craw,  a  crow  of  a  cook ;   a 

a  crooked  head. 

rook. 

Curehio,  a  courtesy. 

Creel,  a  kind  of  osier  basket ; 

Curler,  a  player  at  a  gama 

Ti  have  one's  wits  in  a 

on  the  ice,    practised  in              { 

crtel,  to  be  crazed,  to  be 

Scotland,  called  curling.                 \ 

fascinated. 

Curhe,   culled;    one  whosB                j 

Creeahie,  greasy. 

hMT  falls  naturaUy  in  ring-              ! 

Cronie,  or  Crony,  en  intimate 

lets.                                                   ; 

Curling,  a  well  known  gaii;8                 I 

Crood,  or  Croud,  to  coo,  a^  a 

on  the  ice. 

dove. 

Curmurring,  murmuring;  i 

Crooks,  old  ewes  that  have 

slight  rumbling  noise. 

pven  overbearing. 

Curiiin,  the  crupper. 
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Cushat,  llie  dore,  ot  kouA.- 

Da^'lit.  or  Dautet,  fondled, 

pigcon. 

caressed. 

Catty,  short ;  a  spoon  broken 

Dearies,  dimin.  at  Aoaa. 

in  the  .niddlc,  a  light  wo- 

DcarthlXi', dear.                                              i 

man. 

Heave,  deafen.                                                \ 

OMtty-stool,  a  stool  on  which 

Deil-ma-oare,  no  matter  Sc* 

culprits  sit  when  making 

all  that. 

public    satisfaction  in  the 

Deleerit,  delirious.                                     i 

kirk,  for  having  committed 

Dcscrive,  to  describe.                                 i 

Devle,  H  stunning  blow.                               jj 

Diddle,  to  shake,  to  jog.                               j 

D. 

Dight,  to  wipe,  to  clean  com                       j 

frara  chaff;  cleaned  from                    i 

DiDDiB,  a  father. 

chatr.                                                      1 

Daczt,  slupiScd,  deprived  of 

Eights,  clean.                                            j 

yigor  or  sensibility. 

Din,  sallow.                                                     i 

Daffin,    merriment,   foolish- 

Ding,  to  worst,  to  push.                           | 

Dinna.  do  not.                                                 |i 

Daft,  merry,  giddy,  foolish. 

DLrl,     a     slight      tiemulouH                      j| 

Daimen,  rate,  now  and  then. 

stroke  or  pain.                                           | 

Daimcn-icker,  an  ear  of  com 

Dinion,  or  Diz'n,  a  dozen. 

now  and  then. 

Doited,  stupilicd.  hebetated.                     | 

Dainty,  pleasant,  good  hu- 

Dolt,   stupilied,    crazed;    •                     | 

mored,  agreeable. 

stupid  fellow.                                          j 

Dalea,  plains,  valleys. 

Donsie,  unlucky. 

1              Danton,    to    intimidate,    to 

Dool,  sorrow;  to  aing  do<il. 

1                 subdue. 

to  lament,  to  mourn. 

Dam,  nrino,  piddle. 

DoQs.  doves. 

DarklLns.  darkling,  being  in 

Dorty,  saucy,  nice,  discon- 

Iho dark,  void  of  light. 

tented. 

Baud,  to  thrash,  to  abuse. 

Douce,  or  Douse,  sober,  wiso, 

Dour,  to  dare,  to  defy. 

prudent 

Daurt,  dared,  defied. 

Douccly,  soberly,  prudently. 

Daurg,  or  Daurk,  a  day's  la- 

Dought. wflH,  or  were  able. 

bor. 

Doup    skelper,     one     who 

Davoc,  David. 

strikes  the  tail. 

Dawd,  a.  large  piece 

Doup,  the  backside. 
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Daui,  sullen,  obstinate. 

Dung,      worsted,      paahed, 

Doure,  Btout,  durable,  sullen, 

driven,    oshausteiL 

stubborn. 

Dunted,  beaten,  boseti 

Dfjscc,  more  pnident. 

Dush,  to  pnah,  as  a  ram,  &0 

Dow,  BJn,  or  ace  able,  can. 

Dusht,  pushed  by  a  ram,  sx. 

Dowff,     pilWoss,     ivantLig 

&o. 

epirit 

Dowie,  worn  Avith  grief;  fa- 

E. 

■dguE.  &e.,  half  asleep. 

Bowna,  am,  or  are  not  able. 

E'e,  Uie  eye- 

cannot. 

Een,  the  eyes. 

Do7lt,  stupid. 

E'enin',    eveningj    the   doM 

Drap,  a  drop  ;  to  drop. 

qC  the  day. 

i                   Drapping,  dropping. 

Eerie,     frighted,     dreading 

>                     Draimting,  drawling. 

spirits. 

f                   Dieep,  to  ooze,  to  drop. 

Eild,  old  age. 

[                  Dreigh,  tedious,  long  about 

Elbuck,  the  elbow. 

it. 

Eldritch,  ghastly,  iHghtful. 

Dribble,  drizzling ;  slaver. 

En',  end. 

Driddle,  to  be  diligent  iusig- 

Enbnigh,  Edinburgh. 

niflcantl}'. 

Enough,  enough. 

Drift,  a  drove. 

Especial,  especially. 

Droddum,  the  beech. 

Ettle,  to  try,  to  attempt,  to 

Drone,  part  of  a  bagpipe. 

endeavor. 

Drop-rumpl't,  that  droops  at 

Eydent,    diligent,    indnitri. 

the  crupper. 

ous. 

Droukit,  drenched,  wet 

Drouth,  thirst,  drou^t. 

F. 

Druclten,  drunken. 

Drumly,  muddy,  thick,  ob- 

Pa', fell,  lot;  tcfall. 

scure. 

Fa's,  docs  fell ;  water.&llg, 

Drummock,  meal  and  water 

Faddom't,  fathomed. 

mixed  r.iw. 

Pae.  a  foe,  an  enemy. 

Drunt,  pet,  sour  humor. 

Faem,  foam. 

Dub,  a  small  pond. 

Faiket,     unknown,     unenu 

Duds,  rags,  clothes. 

ployed.                                             1 

Duddic,  ragged.                      ]  Fairin,  npresont  at  (aii-*i[nft 
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Fallow,  follow. 
Fund,  did  find 
Pari,  n  cake  of  hreaa. 
Fash,  troulile,  c. 


lew 


c  for. 


Fashions,  troublesome, 

Paaht,  troubloil. 

FasWm  E'en,  Fastecna  Even. 

Fauld,  a  fold ;  to  fold. 

Faulding,  folding. 

Faul,  lault. 

Fa\\T!ont,  decent,  scomly. 

Fcal,  a  field  ;  smooth. 

Fcarfu',  frightfnL 

Fcar't,  frighted. 

Feat,  neat,  spraoe. 

Fcclit,  to  fight :  a  struggle, 

of  whatever  kind. 
Feohtin,  or  Fetchin,   fight- 
Feck,  many,  plenty. 

Feukfu',  largo,  brawny,  stout. 
Feckless,  puny,  weak,  silly, 

Feokly,  weakly. 

Feg,  a  fig. 

Feide,  feud,  enmity. 

Foil,  keen,  biting  ;  the  flesh 
immediUely  nndcr  the 
Ekin,  a  field  pretty  level 
on  the  side  or  top  of  a 
hill. 

Fen,  successful  struggle, 
fight. 

Fend,  to  live  eomfortably. 

Ferlie,  or  Ferly,  to  wonder ; 


a  wonder,  &  term  of  cod< 
tempt. 

Fcwh,  to  puU  by  fits. 

Felch't.  pulled  intcrraitfenl. 

Fey,  foe.  [ly, 

Fidge,  to  fidget. 

Fiel.  soft,  sinnntb. 

Flcjit,  fiend,  a  petty  oatlu 

Ficr,  sound,  healthy ;  t, 
brother,  a  friead. 

Fisle,  to  mnkc  a  riistling 
noise,  to  fidget ;  a  bustle. 

Fit.  H  foot. 

Fiiii,  to  make  a  hissing  noise, 
like  fermentation. 

Flaincn,  llanncl, 

Flcech,  to  supplicate,  or  en- 
treat, in  a  flattering  man- 

Fleech'd,  supplicated. 
Fleeiihin,  supplicating, 
Flceah,  a  fleece. 
Flog,  a  kick,  a  random  blow. 
Flochcr,    to    deeoy   by  Mr 

Flethetiii,  fiattoring. 
Flowit,  a  smart  blow. 
Floy,  to  scare,  to  frighten. 
Fliohter,  to  flutter,  as  yiiung 

nestlings,  when  their  dim 

approaches. 
Flinders,     shreda,      broken 

Flingin-tree,  a  piece  of  lim- 
hung  by  way  of  par- 
m  between  two  hotaei 
I  slahle,  a  flail. 
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Fliak,  ti&etattlxeyoke. 

Furm,  a  fomi,  bench. 

Fliskit,  fretted. 

Fyke,  triEing  cares  ;  to  pid* 

Fitter,  Co  ribrate,  like   the 

die,  to  bo  in  a  fuss  about 

■wings  of  BmaE  birds. 

trifles,  to  agitate. 

Fyle,  to  soil,  to  dirty,  to  pol- 

■mg. 

lute. 

Flunkie,  a  servant  in  liverj. 

PyVt.  Boiled,  dirtied,  poUut. 

Footd.  a  ford. 

ed. 

Forbyo,  besides. 

G. 

Gib,  the  mouOi;  to  speak 

jaded. 

boldly  or  pertly. 

Fotfought«n.  fatigued. 

Gnberlunzie,  an  old  man. 

Poi^athor,   to  meet,  to  en- 

Gadsman,  a  ploughboy,  the               i 

cmuitec  with. 
Fo^c,  to  forgiye. 

boy  that  drives  the  liorsei               i 

in  the  plough. 

Forjesltct,  jaded  wi  hfaUgue. 

Gao,  to  go. 

Forrit,  forward. 

Gacd,  went. 

Pother,  fodder. 

Gaen,  or  Gane,  gone. 

Fou,  fuLl,  drunk. 

Gaet,  or  Gate,  way,  manner, 

FonghWn,      troubled,      ha- 

road. 

Toaaed. 

Gang,  to  go,  to  walk. 

FouUi.  plenty,  enough,  mote 

Gangrel.    strolling   wander- 

than enough. 

ing,  roving. 

I'air,  a  bushel,  &;.,   also  a 

Gar,  to  make,  to  force. 

pitchfork. 

Gai't,  forced. 

Friio;  from. 

Garten,  a  garter. 

Freath,  froth. 

Gash,  wise,  sagacious,  talk< 

Prien',  friend. 

ative ;  to  eonvecae. 

Fit',  full. 

GasMn,  conversing. 

Fud,  the  ecut  or  tail  of  the 

Gaucy,  jolly,  lai'ge. 

Ijote,  coney,  Sic. 

Gaun.  going. 

Fuff,  to  blow  intermittently. 

Gawky,  half-ivitted,  tooHMh, 

Fuift.  did  blow. 

lomping. 

funnie,  full  of  merriment. 

GciT,  riches,  gaods  of  utt 

Fur.aSi.™w. 

kiai. 
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1             Deck,  to   tosa  the  tead   in 

Glib-gabbet,     that     s^ieaki 

wantonness  or  Bcora. 

smootlil^  and  readily. 

Ged,  a  pike. 

Glint,  to  peep. 

Gentlea,  great  folks. 

Glinted,  peeped. 

1             Gcordie,  a  guinea. 

Gliiitin,  peeping. 

1               Get,  a  child,  a  young  one. 

Gloamin,  the  twilight 

Ghaist,  a  ghost. 

Glowr,  to  stare,  to  look  i  B 

:             Gie,  to  give. 

store,  a  look. 

j             Gicil,  gave. 

Glowr'd,  looked,  stared. 

j 

Gien  gi^en. 

Glowraii,  staring. 

Giihe,  aimm.  of  giil. 

Qoaran,  looking  or  staring 

< 

'             Gigletfl  pkyful  girls. 

awkwardly, 

\ 

GiJlie,  dimin.  of  gill. 

Gowan,   the  flower  ot   the 

i 

Gilpei   a  half-crown,  a  half- 

daisy,    dandelion,    hawk- 

; 

mformed   boy  or   giil,   a 

weed,  &c. 

romping  lad,  a  hoiden. 

Gowany;     Gowany  Glens, 

1               Gimmer,  an  ewe   &om  one 

ddsied  dales. 

to  two  years  old. 

Gowd,  gold. 

Gin,  i^  against. 

Gowft  the  name  of  ^;/;  to 

Gipsey,  a  young  girL 

strike,  as  the  bat  does  the 

j 

Girdle,  a  round  plate  of  iron 

baU  at  goK 

for  toasting  cakes  over  tlie 

Gowtf 'd,  struck. 

1 

fire. 

Gowk,  a  cuckoo,  a  term  of 

Girn,  to  grin,  to  twist  the 

contempt. 

i                   features    in    rage,    agony. 

Gowl,  to  howl. 

1                   &0. 

Gowling,  howling. 

!               Giming,  grimiing. 

Graff,  a  grave. 

1             Gizz,  a  periwig. 

Grain,  or  Grane,  a  grcM  [  lo 

GUikil,  inattentive,  ibolish- 

groan. 

Glaive,  a  sword. 

Grain'd      and      Graunted, 

Glaizie.   gUttoriog,   smooth. 

groaned   and    grunted. 

like  glass. 

Graining,  groaning. 

Glaum' d,  aimed,  snatched. 

Graip,  a  pronged  instrument 

Gleg,  sharp,  ready. 

far  cleansing  stables. 

Gleib,  globe. 

Glen,  dale,  deep  valley. 

niture,  dress. 

Glej,  a  squint ;  to  squint. 

Grannie,  a  grandmother. 

! 

! 

o.led  by  Google 


504 

Grapfi,  to  grope. 
Grnpit,  gropcTi. 
Grat,  wcpl,  ahpil  tcnrs. 
Oreat,  intimate,  familiar, 
Orec,  toagipe;  To  bear  t 
gree,  to  be  decidedly  T 

Oree't,  agreed. 


I  GuiclinotliGF,    a   motlier-iii- 

(jully,    or    Gullic,    a    latg« 

;    Oumlie,  mud'dy,  turbid. 
Gumption,      undersMulding, 

judgmGnt. 
Gusty,  tasteful. 


Orcetin,  crying,  weeping. 
Grippet,  cauglit,  seized. 
Groat ;  To  wot  the  wbistle 

of  one's  groat,  to  play  a 

losing  game. 
Grousome,  loathsome,  gnm. 
GrOKCt,  a  gooseherry. 
Orumph,  a  grunt ;  to  gnliit. 

Grun*,  ground. 
Grunstant,  a  grindstone. 
Gruntle,  the  phiz,  a  grun 

Grunrie,  the  mouth. 
Grushie,  thick,  of  thriving 

growth. 
Oude,  the  Supr 

Ouid,  good. 

Ouid-moming,  good  morn 
ing. 

Guid-e'en,  good  evening. 

Ouidman  and  Giiidn-ifc,  tli 
master  and  mistress  of  the 
house ;  Young  gTiii 

Guidfctbec,  a  father- 


H. 

H*.',  hall. 

Bihlc,   the   groat  Bible 
at  lies  in  the  hall. 
Hae,  to  have. 
Hacn,  had. 

;    Fient  hact,   a  petty 
;h  of  negarion,  nothing, 
llaflct,  the  temple,  the  sjda 

of  the  head. 
HafHins,  nearly  half,  partly. 
Hag,  a  scar  or  gulf  in  niossca 
or  moors,  an  ugly  old  wO- 

Haggia,  a  kind  of  pudding 
boiled  in  the  stomach  of  a 

Hain,  to  spare,  to  save. 
Uain'd.  spared, 
llairal,  harvest. 
Hnith,  a  potty  oath. 
Haivors,  nonsense ;  speaking 

without  thought, 
Hal',   or  Hald,   an   abidinj 

Hale,  whole,  tight,  hsalthy 
Haly,  holy. 


o.led  by  Google 


oi.ua  a  ART.                                 SOS 

Hnllaji,  a  parHcolar  partition 

Ileapit,  llcipcd. 

■wall  in  a  cottage,  or  more 

Iloarao,  house. 

properly  a  seat  of  turt  at 

Hcar't,  hear  it. 

the  outside. 

Heartie.  dimin,  of  heart. 

Hallowmas.  HiUlow-eve,  the 

Heather,  heath. 

3Ist  of  October. 

Hech  !  oh  !  strange  ! 

!             ir-ime,  home. 

Heoht.  promised ;  to  fbretuD 

Hamel;-,  homely,  affable. 

somotliing  that  is  to  be  gc  t 

j               Hamcwnrd.  homeward. 

or   given  ;    foretold  ;     the 

Han',  or  Haun',  hand. 

thing  foretold;    offered. 

Hap,  5n  outer  garment,  man- 

Heckle, a  board  in  which  are 

tle,  plaid,  &c.  i  to  wrap,  to 

fised  a  number  of  sharp 

eoyer,  to  hap. 

pins,     used     in     dressing 

Hipper,  a  hopper. 

hemp,  ftax,  &a. 

HappinR,  hopping. 

Heeze,  to  elevate,  to  raise. 

Hclim,  the  rudder  or  helm. 

and-loap. 

Herd,    to   tend   flocks;    one 

Harkit,  hearkened. 

who  tends  Eocks. 

Hira,  very  coarse  linen. 

Herrin,  a  herring. 

Hash,  a  follow  that  neither 

Herry.     la     plunder,     most 

knows  how  to  dress  nor 

properly  to  plunder  birds' 

act  wifli  propriety. 

nests. 

Haatit,  hastened. 

Herryment,  plundering,  de- 

Haud, to  hold. 

vastation. 

Haughs,  low-lying  rich  lands. 

Hersel",  herself;  also,  a  herd 

valleys. 

of  cattle  of  any  sort. 

Haurl,  to  dtag,  to  peeL 

Het,  hot. 

Haurlin.  peeling. 

Hough,  a  erag,  a  eoal-pit, 

Havercl.  a  half-witted  per- 

Hide and  Hair,  the  eartaai 

son,  one  who  talks  fool- 

and hide,  the  whole. 

ishly. 

HUch,  to  hobble,  U.  halt. 

Havins,  good  manners,  de- 

Hilchin. halting. 

corum,  good  sense. 

HUlie-skiltie,  in  rapid  (iw 

Hawkie,  a  cow,  properly  one 

cession. 

with  a  white  face. 

Hiraser,  himself. 

Healsomc,  healthfiU,  whole- 

Hiney,  honey. 

1,                some. 

Hing,  hang. 

43 

o.led  by  Google 


506 

Hiiple,  to   iralk  crazilj,  to 

Hirplin,  waiting  ctazUy. 
Hirael,  so  many  catde  its  one 

person  can  attend. 
Hislie,  dry,  ciiapt,  barren. 
Hitch,  a  loop,  a  knot. 
Iliiiie,  huzzy,  a  young  girL 
Hoddin,  the  motion  of  a  sage 

countryman  riding   on  a 

cart  horse;  humble. 
Hog-score,  a  kind  of  distance 

line,    in    curling,    drawn 

acroas  the  rink. 
Hog-ahouthSr,    a    kind    of 

horae-play,     by     justling 

with   the     Bhoulder ;     to 

Hool,  outer  skin  or  case,  a 

nut- shell,  peas-cod. 
Hoolie,  slowly,  leisuiely. 
Hoolie  I  take  leisure  i  slop  ! 
Hoord,  a  hoard  ;  to  hoard. 
Hoordit,  hoarded. 
Horn,    a    spoon    made  of 

Homie,  one  of  the  many 
names  of  the  Devil. 

Host,  01  Hoast,  to  cougb . 

Hostin,  coughing. 

Hosts,  coughs. 

Eotch'd,  turned  (opay-tur- 
vey,  blended,  mixed. 

HoughmagBjidio,  fornication. 

Houp,  hope. 

Housie,  dimin.  of  house. 

Hove,  to  heaye,  to  swell. 


HoT'd,  heaved,  swelled. 

Howdie,  d  midwife, 
lowe,  hollow ;  »  hollow  cir 

delL 
lowe-backit,   sunk   in   tha 
hack  {   spoken  of  a  borse, 
&o. 

Howff,  a  landlady,  a  house 
of  resort. 

Howk,  ta  dig. 

Ilowkit,  digged. 

Howkin,  digging. 

Howlet,  or  Houlet,  an  owL 

Hoy.  to  urge. 

Hoy"*,  urged. 

Hoyse,  a  pull  upHTuds. 

Iloyte,  to  amble  crozily. 

Hughoo,  dimin  of  Hugh. 

Hunkers,  the  ham,  the  hind- 
er part  of  the  thigh. 

Huicheon,   a  hedgehog ;    ■ 
term,  of  slight  anger. 

Hurdies,  the  loins,  the  cnip- 


r.in. 

Icker,  an  ear  of  com. 
ler-oe,  a  great-graad-child. 
Dk,  or  Hka,  each,  every. 
Dl-willie,  ill-nnturcd,  malfc 

oious,  niggardly. 
Ingine.  genius,  ingenuity. 
Ingle,  fire,  fire-place. 
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fse,  I  shall  >ir  wilL 

E. 

ItlLei.  other,  one  anothn. 

EAB,aditw. 

Kail,    colewort,    a  kind  ol 

• 

broth. 

Ju>,  jade;   also,  a  familiar 

Kaii-runt,  the  stem  of  cole- 

teim  among  country  fclka 

wort. 

for  a  giddy  young  girl. 

Kain,  fowls,  &c.,  paid  as  rent 

Jag,  to  ptick,  to  pierce. 

by  a  former. 

Jauk,  to  dally,  to  trifle. 

Kaiugh,  carking  aoiiety. 

Jaukiji,  trifling,  dallying. 

Kebars,  rafters. 

Jauntte,  dimin.  of  jaunt, 

Kebbuek,  a  cheese. 

Jaup,    a  jerk   of  water;    to 

Keck,  a  peep ;  to  peep. 

jerk,  R3  agitated  water. 

Kelpies,  a  sort  of  mischier- 

Jaw,  coarse  raillery ;  to  paar 

oua  spirita,  said  to  haunt 

out,   to   shut,   to  jerk,  as 

fords  and  ferries  at  nigti^ 

water. 

especially  in  storms. 

JiBit,  a  jilt,  a  giddy  girl. 

Ken,  to  know. 

Jioip,  to  jump ;  slender  in 

Ken'd,  or  Kent,  knew. 

Kimiin,  a  small  matter. 

Jink,  to  dodge,  to  turn  a  cor- 

Keiispeckle,  well  known. 

ner ;  a  sudden  turning  a 

Ket,  matted,  hairy  ;  a  fleec* 

comer. 

of  wool. 

Jinker,  one  who  turns  quick- 

Kilt, to  truss  up  the  elothes. 

ly,  a  gay  sprightly  girl,  a 

Kimmer,  a  young  girl,  a  gos- 

Jinking, dodging.          [wag. 

sip.                                                         1 

Jirk,  ajerk. 

Kin,  kindred.                                            | 

Jo,  or  Joe,   a  sweetheart,   a 

Kin',  kind.                                                1 

favorite. 

King's-hooii,   a  certain  part 

Joctcleg,  a  kijid  of  knife. 

of  the  entrails  of  an  os. 

Joiilt,  to  Btoop,  to  bow  the 

Kintca,  country.                 [&0. 

head. 

Kintra-coozer,      a     country 

Jow ;  To  jow,  ft  Torb  which 

stallion. 

includes  both  the  swing- 

Kim, the  harvest  supp^,  ■ 

ing   rooUon   and   pealing 

chum ;  ta  chum. 

sound  of  a  large  bell. 

Kirsen,  to  christen,  or  bsp. 

Jundie,  to  justle. 
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Kiat.  a  clieat,  a,  shop  county 

Lallans,  Seotliah  dialccL 

Kiwhen,   any  thing  tjiat  is 

Liimbie,  dimin.  of  lamb. 

eatPn  >vith  bread,  to  aervp 

Lampit,  a  kind  of  sheU-fiah. 

for  soup,  gravy,  &c 

Lan',  land,  (state. 

Kith,  kindred. 

Lane,  lone;    My  lant,  thy 

Kittle,    to  licklT:    tioidiah, 

lane,  &c 

likely. 

Lanely,  lonely. 

Kittlin,  a  ycn^j^  oat. 

Lang,  long;  To  think  lang. 

Kiuttle,  to  o'ic»(ile. 

to  long,  to  weary. 

Kiuttlir\,  diddling. 

Lap,  did  leap. 

Knagj.'ic,  like  nags  or  points 

lave,  the  rest,  the  remain- 

of Dcks. 

der,  the  othcra. 

Knappin- hammer,  almmmer 

Laverock,  the  lark. 

for  breaking  atonea. 

Lawin,  shot,  reckoning,  bilL 

Knowc,   a  email  round  hil- 

Lawlnn', Lowland. 

lock. 

Lea.    pasture,    gtoond   un- 

Krnirl,  a  dwort 

plonghcd. 

Kye,  cow-a. 

Lea'o,  to  leave. 

Kyle,  a  district  of  Ayrshire. 

Leal,  loyal,  true,  faithfuL 

Kyle,  the  belly. 

Ijoa-rig,  graaay  ridge. 

Kythc,  to  diacover,  to  show 

Lear,     (pconounoed     lare,) 

one'a  self. 

learning. 

Lee-lang.  live-long. 

L. 

Leesome,  pleasant. 

Lecze  me,  a  phraae  of  oon- 

Ladoie,  dimin.  of  lad. 

gratulalory  endearment ;  I 

Lajsgen,  the  angle  between 

am  happy  iu  thee,  or  proud 

the  aide  and  bottom  of  a 

of  thee. 

wooden  dish. 

Leiater,  a  three-pronged  dart 

Laigh.  low. 

for  atriking  Bsh. 

Lairing,  wading  and  sinking 

Lcugh,  did  laugh. 

in  snow,  mud,  So. 

Leuk,  a  look  ;  to  h)Ok. 

Laith,  loath. 

Libbet,  gelded. 

Laithfu',   baahfiil,   sheepish, 

Lie'n,  lying. 

modest. 

Liit,  aky. 

Ldland,  a  native  rf  tho  low- 

Lightly,  snecnngly ;  to  HneM 

lands  of  Sootland. 
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tat,   n  ballad,  a  tjne ;    to 

Lyart,    of    a  mixed    o«*», 

flmg. 

gray. 

\iinmer,  a  kept  miatrees,  a 

Btnimpet. 

M. 

Limp't,  limped,  hobbled. 

Link,  to  trip  along. 

AliB,  more. 

Linldn,  tripping. 

Mair,  more. 

Linn,  a  water-fell,  a  preci- 

Maist, most,  aUaort. 

pice. 

MaisUy,  moaay. 

Unt,  flfljt ;  Lint  i'  the  bell. 

Mak,  to  make. 

flax  in  flower. 

Makin,  making. 

Lintwhite,  a  linnet. 

Mailen,  a  ferm. 

Lippen'd,  trusted,  put  confi- 

MalUe, MoUy. 

dence  in. 

■Mang,  among. 

Loan,  or  Loanin,  the  place 

Manse,  the  parsonage  hous^ 

of  milking. 

where  the  minister  lives. 

Loof,  the  palm  of  the  hand. 

Manteele,  a  mantle. 

Loot,  did  let. 

Mark,  or  Merk,  an  ancient 

Loovea,  plural  of  loof. 

Scottish   silver    coin,    in 

Loitn,  a  fellow,  a  rBgamnffin, 

value  thirteen  pence  and 

a  woman  of  easy  virtue. 

one-third  of  a  penny  8ler- 

Loup,  jmnpj^  leap. 

ling. 

Lowe,  a  flame. 

Mark,    marks.      [This    and 

Lo«-in,  flaming. 

several  other  nouns,  which 

Lowrie,  abbreviation  of  Law- 

in English  require  an  >  to 

rence. 

form    the  plural,  are,  in 

lowfle,  to  loose. 

Scotch,     like    the   words 

Lows'd,  loosed. 

sheep,  deer,  the  same  in 

Lug,  the  ear,  a  handle. 

both  numbers.] 

luggie,  a  small  wooden  dish 

Mar-B  year,  the  year  ITIS. 

with  a  handle. 

Mashlum,  or  Meslin,   mixed 

Lum,  the  chimney. 

com. 

Lunch,    a    large    piece   of 

Mask,  to  mash,  as  malt,  to). 

cheese,  Sesh,  &c. 

to  infuse. 

Lunt,  a  column  of  smoks; 

Maskin-pat,  a  tea-pot 

to  smoke. 

Mauken,  a  hare. 

Lnntdn,  smoking. 

Maun,  must 
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Mavis,  the  thrusli. 

Misteuk,  mistook. 

Maw,  to  mow. 

Mithor,  a  mother. 

Mawin,  mowing. 

Mixtie-maitie,      oonfusedlj 

Mecrc,  a  mare. 

mixed. 

Mcickle,  or  Meikle,  much 

MoU,  lab#r. 

Melancholious,  mournful. 

Moistify,  to  moisten. 

Mclder,  com,  or  grain  of  any 

Monie,  or  Mony,  many. 

kind,  Bont  to  the  mill  to  be 

Moop,  to  nibble,  BS  a  sheep. 

ground. 

Moorlan',  of  or  belonging  t* 

Mell,    to    meddle;     also,    a 

mooia. 

Mom,  tho  next  day,  to-me^ 

ley  in  a  etonc  trough. 

row. 

Melvie,  to  soil  ii-ith  meaL 

Mottic,  full  of  motes  or  sraal 

Men',   to  amend,  lo  reform, 

particles  of  matter. 

to  change  &om  worae  to 

Mou,  the  mouth. 

better. 

Moudiew-ort,  a  mole. 

Mense,  good  manners,  dcco- 

Mousio,  dimin.  of  mouse.. 
Mackle,    or   Mickle,    greal. 

big.  much. 

pudcnt. 

Music,  dimin.  of  mus-j. 

Messin,  a  small  dog. 

Mushn-kail,  broth  Cimposed 

Midden,  a  dung-hiU. 

simply  of  water,   alielled 

Midden-creela,    baskets    for 

barley,  and  greens. 

holding  dung. 

Mutchkin,  an  English  pint 

Midden-hole,  &  gutter  at  the 

Mysol'.  myself. 

bottom  of  a  dunghill. 

Mid,  prim,  affectedly  nieek. 

' 

Mind't,  mind  it,  resolved,  in- 

Na,  no,  not,  nor. 

tending. 

Nae,  no,  not  any. 

Jtinnie,  mother,  dam. 

Naething,  or  Naithing,  m^ 

Mirk,  dak. 

thing. 

Uirkest,  darkest. 

Naig.  ahorse. 

M-isca",    to    abuse,     to    call 

Misca'd,  abused.         [names. 

Nappy,  ale  ;  to  be  tipsy. 

MiBlear'd,  miseMevous,  un- 

Natch,   lo  lay  hold  of  vi* 

nuuuLerly. 

lenUy. 

u. 
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Ncolior,  a  neighbor. 

a  blow  with    a  hainma 

Negleokit,  neglected. 

over  the  arm. 

NciUt,  nook. 

Niest,  next  ia  ocdor,  or  neit 

P. 

Nieve.  the  fist. 

Pick,     intimate,    femiliarj 

Nievcfu'.   a  handful,  a  smaU 

t«'elve  stone  of  wool 

qaantitj-. 

Paidel,  to  paddle,  to  plaj  la 

Nieffer.  an  exchange ;  to  ex- 

water. 

change,  to  barter. 

Painch,  the  paunch. 

Niger,  a  negro. 

Paitrict,  a  partridge. 

Ninc-tailed-cat,  a  hangman's 

Pang,  to  cram. 

whip. 

Purle,  speech. 

Nil,  a  nut. 

Parritch,    oat-meal  pudding, 

Norland,  of  or  belonging  to 

a  well-known  Scotch  dish. 

the  north. 

Pat.  did  put;  a  pot. 

Notic't,  noticed,  ohserved. 

Pattlo,  or  Pettle,   a  plough- 

Nowte,  black  cattle. 

staff. 

Paughty,  proud,  haughty. 

0. 

Pawky,  or  Pawkie,  cunning, 
sly. 

0-,  of. 

Pay't.  paid,  beat. 

Ochils,  name  of  mountains. 

Pcch,    to   fetch  the  breath 

O  haith  1  0  faith  !  an  oath. 

Bhort,  09  in  an  asthma. 

Onie,  or  Ony,  any. 

Peohan,  the  crop,  the  sto 

Or  is  often  used  for  ere,  be- 

mach. 

1                  fore. 

Pcelin,  peeling. 

j              Orra,  Buperfluous,  unwanted. 

Pet,  a  domesticated  8heep,  a 

O-l,  of  it. 

great  favorite. 

O-ightlins,  in  the  least  de- 

Pettle, to  cherish  ;  a  plough- 

gree. 

staff. 

Oarie,  Bhircrirg,  tirooping. 

Philabcgs,   short  petticoala,                     ! 

Ourscl".    or    Oursels,    our- 

worn by  Highlandnien. 

selves. 

Phraisc,    fair  speeches,    flat. 

Cutlers,  cattle  not  housed. 

tery;  to  flatter^  to  wts* 

Owre,  over,  too. 

die. 

Owre-hip,  a  way  of  fetching 

Phraisin,  flatter}-. 
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Pibroch,   n  Highland    war- 

Preen,  a  pin,  a  pointed  ihori 

song,  adapted  to  the  bag- 

piece of  wire. 

pipe. 

Preot.  print. 

Pickle,  a  email  tuantity.          Prie,  to  taste.                                      1 1 

PinB,  pain,  uneasinesa. 

Prie'd.  tasted. 

Pit,  to  put. 

Prief,  proof. 

Placard,  a  public  proclama- 

tion. 

Plack,   an  old  Scotch  coin, 

Primeie,  demure,  precise. 

Uie  third  part  of  a  Scotch 

Propone,  to  lay  down,  to  pro- 

penny,   tweire  of   which 

pose. 

make  an  English  penny. 

Provost,    the  first  magistrate 

Plackleaa,  pennilees.  without 

of  a  royal  borough,   an- 

money. 

swering  to  Lord  Mayor  in 

Plajd,  an   outer  kioae  gat- 

England. 

ment. 

Provosea,  plural  of  Provost 

Platie,  (iimin.  of  plate. 

Ptmd,  pound,  pounds. 

Pleugh,  or  Flew,  a  plough. 

Pylc  1  A  pyte  o-  cai.',  a  sin. 

Pliskie,  a  trick,  a  misobiet 

gle  grain  of  chaS. 

Poet,  a  bag,  a  small  sack. 

Poind,  to  eeizo  on  cattle,  or 

Q. 

take  the  goods,  as  the  laws 

of  ScoUand  allow,  for  cent. 

QpAX,  to  quake. 

Poortith,  poverty,  indigence. 

Quat,  quit. 

Pou,  to  pull. 

Uucy,  a  cow  &om  one  to  tira 

Pouch,  a  pocket. 

years  old. 

Pouchie,  dimin.  of  pouth. 

Pouk,  to  pluck. 

R. 

Pouae,  to  push,  to  penetrala 

Poussie,  a  hare,  a  cat. 

Pout,  a  poult,  a  chick. 

Pon't,  did  pull. 

to  talk  foolishly. 

Pouthec,  or  Powthec.  pow- 

Kair,  to  roar. 

der. 

Eaize,    to   madden,   to   in- 

pouthery, like  powder. 

flame. 

Pow,  the  head,  tbo  ekulL 

Eam-ffec/J'd,  fatigued,  0T«-               | 

Pownie.  a  little  horse. 

spread.                                              | 
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Ram-'t^In,   tliuUE^itlcs?,  for- 

Rcstit,  stood  restive,  slanted, 

«irrl 

withered. 

liaodii',  turbulent,  irregular, 

Restriked,  reslrietea. 

unsettled. 

Row,  repetn. 

Kantie,  raciiy.  eheerfiil,  jo- 

Ricf, or  Reefi  plenty. 

vial 

Kitf-raiidies,  stuidy  beggar* 

Raploch,   properly  a  coarse 

Rig.  a  ridge. 

oloth,  but  used  b3  an  ail- 

Bin,  to  run,  to  melt. 

jeotive  tor  Loirso, 

Rink,    the     course    of    tha 

Rarel),     cjttellcntly,     very 

stones;  a  term  in  curling 

weU. 

on  the  ice. 

Riali,  a  ru'ih 

Rinnin,  running. 

Hash  buss,  s.  hush  of  rushes. 

Ripp,     a     liandful    of    ua- 

Itaton,  n  throb,  a  pulsation. 

thrashed  com.                                        | 

Eatton,  a  rat. 

Biskit,  mado  a  noise  like  the                     1 

Kaucle,     rash,    stout,    fenr- 

tearing  of  roots.                                           1 

less. 

Rockiu,  a  term,  derived  from                     | 

Baught,  reached. 

those     primitive      times,                     j 

Kaw,  a  row. 

when  neighbors  met    al- 

Rttx, to  etictch. 

ternately  at  one  anoUiefs 

Eait'd,  strotchod,  levied. 

houses,  to  spend  the  even- 

Eeam, creaiii ;  to  creaiiu 

ing  ;    the    fomales,    that                     i 

Rearain,  brimful,  frothing. 

they  might  enjoy  the  gos-                     ) 

Reave,  rove. 

Hi]),  wilhout  the  impula-                     i 

Beck,  to  heed. 

tion  of  idleness,  brought                     | 

Rede,  counsel ;  to  counseL 

their    rocki,    or   distaift,                    i 

Red-wat-shod.    walking    in 

with  them.                                             '• 

blood  over  the  shoe-tops. 

Rood,  stands  likewise  for  the                    [ 

Bed-wud,  Btark-mad. 

plural  roodi.                                          \ 

Bee,  half-drunk,  iuddlcd. 

Boon,  a  shred.                                           j 

Reek,  smoke  ;  to  sinoke. 

Roose,    to    praise,   U>  com-                    j 

R50kin,  smoking. 

mend;  applause.                                    ! 

Reekit,  ainoked,  emoky. 

Boun,  round,  in  the  circle  ol                    | 

Remead,    remedy,    allema- 

neighborhood.                                              ■. 

tive. 

Roupet,    hoarse    as    with    •                       J 

Eequitc,  rthjuired. 

cold. 

Rest,  to  stand  restive. 

Boutliie,  nlcntifuL 

._.__...._. ._  . 
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Eow,  1-1  toil,  to  wrap. 

Scraich,  to  scream  as  a  hen, 

Eow't,  rolled,  wTBpped. 

partridge,  &c. 

EowtP,  to  low,  to  bellow. 

Screed,  to  tear;  a  rent. 

Bowth,  or  Routh,  plenty. 

Scricre,    to    glide     BwiWj 

Row  tin,  lowing. 

along. 

Rozel,  rosin. 

Scrievin,  gloesomely,  swifUy 

Rung,  a  cudgel. 

Scrimp,  to  scant. 

Runkled,  wrinkled. 

Scrimpet,  did  scant ;  scanty. 

Runt,  the  stem  of  colewott 

See-d,  did  see. 

OT  cabbage. 

Seizin,  seizing. 

Euth,  a  woman  s  name,  the 

Ser,aclf;Abody-s«r,ontf. 

book  so  called,  sorrow. 

self  alone. 

SeU-t,  did  sell. 

Sen",  to  send. 

S. 

Son't,  I,  he,  or  she  sent,  ot 

Sae,  so. 

did  send;  sent  it. 

Saft,Boft. 

Servon',  servant. 

Sair,  to  serve ;  a  sore. 

Session,  an  inferior  spiritual 

Sairly,  or  Sairlie,  sorely. 

court,  ot  the  kiik  of  Scot- 

Sair-t, served. 

land,  consisting  of  an  aa- 

Sark,  a  shirt. 

sembly  of  ciders,  who  sit 

Satkil.  provided  in  shirts. 

in    judgment,    and    pro- 

Saugh, the  willow. 

nounce  sentence  on  Chris- 

Saul, soul. 

tian  dehnquenta. 

Saumont,  salmon. 

SettUn,   settling;    To   get  * 

Savml,  a  saint. 

selllin,  to   be    frightened 

Saut,  ealt. 

into  quietness. 

Saw,  to  sow. 

Sets ;  Sets  off,  goes  away. 

Sawin,  scraing 

Shackl'd,  distorted,  deform- 

Bus, Bii.                     [injury. 

ed. 

Staith,  to  damage,  to  injure  ; 

Shaird,  a  shred,  a  shard. 

Sear,  to  scare ;  a  scar. 

Shangan,  a  stick  cleft  at  one 

Scaud,  to  Bcald. 

end,  for  putting  the  toil  cf 

Scauld,  to  scold. 

B  dog,  &C.,  into,  by  way  ol 

Scone,  a  kind"  of  bread. 

mischief,    or   to    ftightraj 

Sconner,    a    loathing  ;     to 

him  away. 

loathe. 

Shave,    a   trick,   any  thing 
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done  to  cheat  jocosely  or 

Sin,  a  son. 

to  divert. 

Sin',  since. 

Sinny,  sunny.                                             j 

barber. 

Sinsyne,  since.                                                  | 

Bhsvie,  'limjn-  of  shave. 

Skaith.     See  Scaith.                                   j 

Shaw,    to    show  :    a   Hmall 

SkeLlum,  a  worthless  fellow.                      i 

wood  ill  a  hollow  place. 

Skclp,  to  strike,  to  slap,  W 

Shearet,  a  rcApec,  one  em- 

walk with   a  sniart  trip- 

ployed   in    cutting   down 

ping  step  ;  a  smart  stroke. 

com. 

Skelpi-linuner,    a   technioal                     j 

Sheen,  bright,  shining. 

term  in  female  scolding.                            ; 

Sheep-shank;  To  tiJul:  one's 

Skelpin,  stepping,   walking. 

self  nae  sheepshank,  to  be 

eager,  warm. 

conceited- 

Skiegh,   or   Skeigh.    pro.rf. 

Bherra-moor,    Sheriff-m-Mr, 

nice,  high-mettled. 

the   fleld  where   the   fa- 

Skinklin, a  smaU  portion. 

mous  battle  of  that  name 

Skirl,  to  shriek,  to  cry  shril-                     | 

was  fought  in  the  tcboll  on 

ly.                                                           [ 

of  1715. 

Skirling,  shrieking,  crying.                       | 

Sheugh,  a  ditch,  a  bench,  a 

Skicl't,  shrieked.                                        j 

Shiel,  a  shed.              (shjcj. 

Sklent,  slant ;  to  run  aslant,                     j 

Shin,  shrill. 

to  deviate  from  truth. 

Shog.  a  shoei,  a  puah  off  *t 

Sklented,  ran,  or  hit  in  an 

one  side. 

oblique  direction. 

Shool,  a  shovel. 

Skreigh,      a      scream;       to 

Shoon,  shoes. 

Shore,  to  offer,  to   give,  to 

Skyrin,  shining,  making  « 

threaten. 

great  show. 

Shor'd,  offered. 

Skyte,  force,  violence. 

Shouther,  the  shoulder. 

Slade,  did  slide. 

;             Sic  such. 

Slae,  a  sloe. 

SicKcr,  sure,  steady. 

Slap,  a  gate,  a  hreach  in  | 

Sideline,  sidelong,  sknting. 

fence. 

Siller,  ailver,  money. 

Slaw.  slow. 

Simmei,  a  summer. 

Slee.  sly. 

Signet,     wnged,      scorched. 

Sleest,  alyeat. 

Sleekit,  sleek,  sly,  cnnnlnf. 
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SUddery,  slippcrj-. 

Slype,  to  faU  ovpr,  aa  a  wel 

furrow  from  the  plough. 
Slypet,  lell. 
Sma',  HtnalL 
Smcddura,      dnat,     powder, 

mottle,  sense. 
Bmiddy,  a  smithy. 
Smoor,  to  smother. 
Smoor'dl,  smothered. 
Smoutie,    smutty,    obscetie, 

ugly. 
Smytric,  a  numerous  coUec- 

tinn  of  small  indiyiduals. 
Shaking,  the  champing  of  a 

dog's  teeth  when  he  aima 

at  his  prey. 
Snapper,  stumble. 
Snash,  abuse,  liillingagatc. 


Snawie,  snowie. 
Siieok,  latch  of  a.  door. 
Sned,  to  lop,  to  cut  ofE 


Snell,  bitter,  biting. 
Snick-drawing,    thick    con- 
Snick,     the    latchet    of    a 

Snool,  one  whoso  spirit  is 
broken  "with  oppressive 
slavery  ;  to  submit  tamely, 
to  sneak,  to  oppress. 

Snoove,  to  go  smoothly  and 
ftonalantly,  to  sneak. 


Snowk,  to  scent  nr  snuff,  u 

a  dog,  horse,  &c. 
Snowkit,  scented,  snuffed. 
Sodger,  a  soldier. 
Sonsie,  haying  sweet  engi^- 

ing  looks,  lucky,  jolly. 

Sooth,  truth,  a  petty  oath. 

Sough,  a  s^h,  a  sound  dying 
on  the  ear. 

Souplc,  flexible,  swifl. 

Souter,  a  shoemaker. 

Sowens,  a  dish  made  of  oat 
meal,  the  seeds  of  oat- 
meat  soured,  &c,  boiled  up 
till  the}'  mako  on  agreea^ 


ble. 


adding 


Sowp,  a  spoonful,   a  smnl. 
quantity  of  any  thing  U- 

Sowth,   to  try  over  a  tuns 

with  a  low  whistle. 
Sowthec,   solder ;   to  solder, 

Spae,  to  prophesy,  to  divino. 
Spair-^e,  to  dash,  t3  soil  aa 

with  mire. 
Spaul,  a  limb. 

Spaviet,  having  the  spavin, 
Speat,  or  Spate,  a  sweeping 

torrent,  after  rain  or  thaw 
Speel,  to  chmb. 
Speet.    to    spit,    to    thrutf 

through. 
Spence,  the  country  parlor. 
Spier,  to  ask,  to  im^uire 
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Bp£er"t.  inquiretl. 

Stank,  did  sUnk ;  a  pool  ol 

Bplattor,  B  apluttet ;  to  splut- 

standing water. 

ter. 

Stap,  atop. 

Stark,  stout. 

j             Sploce,  a  froUe,   a  aoiae.  a 

Startle,    to    run,  as   cattle 

!                 riot. 

stun?  by  the  gad-fly. 

Sptattlc,  to  BctamWa, 

Staukin,    stalking,   walking 

Bpieckled,  spotted,  Bpeckled, 

with  a  stately  step. 

clambered. 

Stamniel,  a  blockhead ;  half- 

Spring,  a  quick  aii  in  music. 

witted.                                                    i 

a  Scottisli  reel 

Staw,  did  steal,  to  surfeit,                          i 

Sprit,   a  tough-rooted  plant, 

Stech,  to  cram  the  belly. 

sometliing  Uko  ruBhes. 

Stechin,  cramming. 

Sprittle,  full  of  epirita. 

StcGk,  toshut;  a  slick. 

Spunk,  tire,  mettle,  wit. 

Stcor,  M  molest,  to  stir.                                 \ 

Spujikic,   nettlesome,   fiery; 

Steeve,  firm,  compacted. 

will-o'-wisp,  or  igniB  fatu- 

Stell,  a  still.                                               I 

Sten,  to  rcir,  as  a  horse. 

SpurtlG,  a  stick  uacd  in  mak- 

Steu't, reared. 

ing  oat-meal  pudding,  or 

Stents,  tribute,  dues  of  any 

porridge,  a  notable  Scotch 

kind. 

dish. 

Stey,  steep. 

Squad,  a  crew,  a  party. 

Stoycsl,  steepest. 

Squatter,  to  flutter  iu  water. 

Stibble,  stubble. 

as  a  wild  duck.  Sic. 

Stibble-rig,    the   reaper    in 

Squattlo,  to  sprawl,  to  strug- 

harvest   who    takes    the 

gle. 

lead. 

Squed,  a  scream,  a  screech  i 

Stick-an'-stow,  totally,  aJto- 

to  scream. 

gether. 

Stacher,  to  stagger. 

Stat,  a  cratch!  to  halt,  to 

Stack,  a  rick  of  com,  hay. 

limp. 

&c. 

Stimpait,  the  e^hth  part  ol 

Staggie,  cUmin.  of  stag. 

a  Winchester  busheL 

Stalwart,  atrong,  stout. 

Stirk,   a  cow  or  bullock  • 

Stan',  to  stood. 

year  old. 

Stan't,  did  stand. 

Slock,  a  plant  or  root  of  co.a- 

Stane,  a  stone. 

wart,  cabbage,  &o. 
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etockin,  stoclting;  ThroMngl  Stumpie,  dimin.  of  stump. 

the    ttockin;    when    the 

Stuff;  com  or  pulse  of  anj 

bride  and  bridegroom  ate 

kind. 

put  into  bed,  and  the  can- 

Stuit, troubled ;  to  molest 

dle  out,  the  former  thion-s 

Sturtin,  flighted. 

B  stocking  at  riindom    a- 

Sucker,  sugar. 

mong   the  companj-,    itnd 

Sud,  should. 

the  person  whom  it  strikes 

Sugh,  the  conlinued  rush- 

La   the   next  that  will  be 

ing  noise  of  wind  or  wa- 

m,inied. 

ter. 

Stooked,  made  up  in  shocks, 

Suthron,    southern;    an   old 
name  for  the  English  na- 

Stooc,     sounding      bollow. 

tion. 

strong,  and  hoaiae. 

Swaird,  sward. 

Swt,  an  OS. 

8waU-d,  swelled. 

Stoup,  or  Stowp,  a  kind  of 

Swankio,  or  Swankei,  alight 

jug,  or  dish,  with  a  han- 

strapping young  (flllow  M 

dle 

girL 

Stoure.  dust,  more  particu- 

Swap, an  exchange  ;  to  bar- 

larly duat  in  motion. 

ter. 

Stowlins,  by  stealth. 

Swarf,  swoon. 

Stown,  stolen. 

Swat,  did  sweat. 

Sloytc,  to  stumble. 

Swatch,  a  sample. 

Stiack,  did  strike. 

Swats,  drink,  good  ale. 

Strae,  straw;  To  die  a  fcir 

Sweatin,  sweating. 

tlrae  dcnth,  to  die  in  bed. 

Swoor,   lazy,  averse;  Dead- 

Btraik,  did  strike. 

swfti,  extremely  averse, 

Straikit,  stroked. 

Swoor,  sworo,  did  swear. 

Strappan,  tall  and  handsome. 

Swinge,  to  beat,  to  strike,  to 

Straught,  straight. 

whip. 

Stteek,  Blrelched  ;  to  Btretch. 

Swirl,  a  curve,  an  eddying 

Striddle,  to  straddle. 

blast,  or  pool,  a  knot  in 

Stroan,  to  spout,  t^  piss. 

wood. 

Btrunt,  spirituous  hquor  of 

S»-irUe,     knaggy,    full    0* 

any  kind  ;  to  walk  sturdi- 

knots. 

ly- 

S«-ith!  getaway! 

»uddi»,  an  anTiL 
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an  ineaolute  wavering  in 
Byne,  since,  ago,  then. 

Tedding,  spreading  after  It*                       1 

Tcn-hotirs-bite,  a  slight  feed                    | 

to  the  horses,  while  in  the                     j 

T. 

yoke,  in  the  forenoon.                               ] 

Tent,    a   field   pnlpit,    heed. 

Tackets,  a  kind  ot  nails  for 

caution;  to  take  heed. 

driving  into  tho  heels  of 

Tcniie,     heedful,    cautjooa. 

BhopK. 

wary. 

Tae,  B  Voe ;  Tbiee-taed,  hav- 

Tentless, heedless. 

ing  three  prongs. 

Tengh,  tough. 

Toirge,  to  examine;   n  tar- 

Thaek,   thatch;     Thack  an' 

get. 

rape,     clothing,    necesav 

Tak.  to  take. 

Tallin,  taking. 

Thae,  these. 

Tamtallun.   the  name  of    a 

'i'hairms,  small  guts,  fiddle-                    i 

mountain. 

strings.                                                           j 

Tangle,  a  sea- weed. 

Thankit,  thanked. 

Tap.  the  top. 

TUoekit,  thatched. 

Tiipelesa,  heedless,  foolish. 

Thcgither,  together.                                       j 

Tarrow,  to  murmur  at  one's 

Thcmscr,  themselves.                                | 

aUowance. 

Thick,  intimate,  familiar.                          i 

ITiievcless,  cold,  dry,  spited ;                       \ 

Tarry-breeks.  a  Bailor. 

spoken  of  a  person's  de-                     j 

Tartan,     a    kind    of      cloth 

meaner.                                                   j 

checkered  «ith  stripes  of 

Thit,  these.                                                j 

various  colors. 

Thirl,  to  thrilL                                                i 

Tauld,orTald,  told. 

Thirled,  thrUled,  vibrated.                           i 

Taupic,  a  foolish,  thoughtless 

Thole,  to  suffer,  to  endure. 

joung  person. 

Thowe,  a  thaw ;  to  thaw. 

Tauted,   or  Tautie,    matted 

Thowless,  slack,  lazy. 

Thrang,  to  throng;  a  crowi                       : 

or  wool. 

Tirapplo,  throat,  windpipe. 

Tawie,     that    allows   itself 

Thraw.   to  sprain,   to  twist, 

peaceably  to  be  handled; 

to  contradict. 

spoken  of  a  horse,  cow,  Sic. 

Thral^■in,  twisting,  Sec. 

leat,  a  small  quantity. 

Thrawn,    spraiaed,  twisted 
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Toddlin,  tottsring. 

tion. 

Toora,  empty. 

Thieap,  to  maintaui  by  dint 

Toop,  a  ram. 

of  assertion. 

Toun,    a   hamlet,    a   Una- 

Thieshin,  thraslung. 

house- 

Threteeii,  thirteen. 

Tout,  the  Mast  of  n  horn  at 

Thristie,  thistle. 

trumpet ;  to  blow  a  horn. 

Through,  to  go  on  with,  to 

&c. 

make  out 

Toude,  rough,  shaggy. 

Thtouther,  pell-mell,  confus- 

Tow, a  ropB. 

edly. 

Towmond,  a  twelvemonth, 

Ttud,  to  make  a  loud  inter- 

Toy, a  very  old  fashion  of  fo- 

mittent  noise ;  a  blow  pro- 

ducing    a    dull,     heavy 

Toytc,  to  totter,  liko  old  age. 

sound. 

I'rams,  shafts. 

■rhumpit,  thumped. 

lYanamogrify'd,  transmigra- 

Thj'ser, thyself. 

ted,  metamorphosed, 

Till't,  to  it. 

Trashtrie,  trash. 

Timmer,  timber. 

Trews,  trowsers. 

Timmcr-ptopt,  propped  with 

TrieHc,  full  of  Iticki,  play. 

fuL 

Tine,  to  lose. 

Trig,  spruce,  neat. 

Tint,  lost;  rjji(  the  gate,  lost 

I'rimly.  excellently. 

the  way. 

Trow,  to  believe. 

Tinkler,  ft  tinker. 

I'rowth,  truth,  a  petty  oath. 

l-ip,aram. 

Trysted,     appointed ;      To 

Tippenue,  two-pcncc 

tryate,   to    make    an   ap- 

Tirl, to  make  a  alight  noise. 

pointment. 

touncove. 

Trv't,  tried. 

Tu^,  raw  hide,  of  which  in 
old    times   p!ough-*jace« 

Tjj'lin,  uncovering. 
Tither,  the  other. 

Tittle,  to  whisper. 

wer;  irequently  made. 

littling,  whispering. 

Tulrie,  a  quarrel ;  to  qua** 

Tocher,  mu-riage  portion. 

rel,  to  fight 

Tod,  a  fox. 

Twa,  two. 

Toddle,  to  totter,   like  the 

Twa-thrco,  a  few. 

walkof  acMld. 

•Twad,  it  would 
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Twa],  Iwelre;  Tu>a!  pamj- 

Wad.  would;  to  bet;  abet, 

worth,  a  Bmall  quantity,  a 

a  pledge. 

pennj  worth. 

Wadna.  would  not. 

Twin,  to  part. 

Wac.  woe;  sorrowful. 

Tjke,  a  dog 

ffaesucks!    or    Waes  me  I 

,Ja3  !  0  the  pity  !                                 j 

TJ. 

Waft,  the  cross  thread  that 

ones     from      the      shjttU 

Pxco,      strange,      uncouth, 

through  tlie  web,  woof. 

TCry,  very  great,  prodig- 

Wnifii', wailma;. 

ious. 

Wnir,  to  lay  out,  to  expend. 

Uncos,  news. 

Wale,  choice:  to  choose. 

Ctnfauld,  unfold. 

Wal'd,  chose,  chosen. 

Unkpnn'd,  unknown. 

Walie,   ample,    large,  jolly  j 

Dnsieker,       unsure,       un- 

also, an  inteijeetion  of  dis- 

steady. 

tress. 

TTnskAitli'd,  undamaged,  UJi- 

Wame,  the  belly. 

hurt. 

Wamofou,  a  belly-full. 

Unwecting,  unwitting,   un- 

Wanchancie,    xmlucky,    ill- 

knomng. 

omnod.  m.u.,icto™. 

tTpo',  upon. 

WanrGStfu',  restless,  uneasy. 

Walk,  wotK. 

Wark-lume.  a  tool  to  work 

with. 

• 

Warl,  or  Warld,  world. 

Vip'EW,  vaporing,  bullying. 

Warlock,  a  wizard. 

bragging. 

Warly,    worldly,    eager     On 

Vauntie,  vun,  proud. 

-ruassinjj  wealth. 

Vera,  very. 

W„tan,  a  warrant;  to  WM- 

Viil,  a  ring  round  a  column. 

lant. 

See, 

Warst,  worst. 

WarsU'd,  or  Warsl'd.  wioi^ 

W. 

Ued. 

Wastrie,  prodigality. 

Wi',  walL 

■Vat,    wet;    I    wal,    1   WOt, 

Wa's,  walls. 

I  know. 

Wabster.aweave, 

Wa'^r-btoiie,  brose  made  rA 
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